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BALLADS     OF    THE    BUSY 
DAYS 


TO  -  DAY 

(MORNING) 

day  is  mine  —  my  own  —  the  sun 
Looks  o'er  earth's  golden  rim  at  me  : 
The  countless  days  before  this  one 

All  dawned  that  this  great  day  could  be  : 
The  aeons  that  have  passed  were  all 

Required  to  bring  this  glorious  day, 
To  let  my  moving  shadow  fall 
Across  the  level  way. 

The  past  —  the  long,  long,  tapering  past  — 
But  ope'd  the  way  and  cleared  the  scene 
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For  this  day  that  has  dawned  at  last, 
This  greatest  of  all  days.  —  Between 

The  dawn  and  night  shall  I  but  sway 
In  idleness,  or  heartily 

Do  something  well  to  mark  this  day 
That  I  have  lived  to  see  ? 


(NOON) 

The  world  is  at  its  best.     I  feel 

A  triumph  in  the  work  I  do ; 
With  every  turning  of  the  wheel 

I  add  a  little  that  is  new ; 
To  masses  shapeless  through  the  past 

I  —  even  I  —  give  shape,  I  bring 
From  silent  uselessness,  at  last, 

The  pleasing,  useful  thing. 

All  that  has  been  since  first  the  light 

Shot  out  across  the  gulfs  of  space 
Was  that  my  crowning  labor  might 

Put  something  in  its  ordered"  place  : 
The  sounds  the  toiling  thousands  make 

Are  earth's  sublimest  symphony, 
And  I,  a  worker,  proudly  take 

The  part  assigned  to  me. 
«4 
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(EVENING) 

The  day  is  done  —  this  splendid  day 

Recedes,  to  merge  within  the  vast 
Gray  banks  of  mist  that  stretch  away 

Across  the  oceans  of  the  past ; 
But  though  it  dies,  this  day  has  brought 

And  given  to  the  world  some  gains 
To  grace  and  glorify  somewhat 

As  long  as  man  remains. 

With  triumph  in  my  heart  I  stand 

Here  gazing  at  the  crimson  sky 
Aslant  above  the  fruitful  land 

Whereon  the  mellow  shadows  lie  : 
The  exultation  that  is  won 

By  them  who  do  their  work  and  see 
Therein  the  best  that  might  be  done, 

This  day  has  brought  to  me. 
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THE    MAN    IN   THE   TOWER 

"D  ESIDE  the  track  there 's  a  narrow  tower 
Where  some  one  watches  away, 

And  a  thousand  lives  he  guards  each  hour 
Faithfully  day  by  day  : 

The  man  who  toils  and  the  millionaire, 

And  the  lisping  child  he  has  in  his  care, 
And  the  crowded  trains  rush  to  and  fro 
And  the  people  come  and  the  people  go 

With  never  a  thought  of  him  watching  there  ! 

Beside  the  track  in  his  narrow  tower 

He  guards  when  the  skies  are  blue, 
And  he  peers  away  through  the  blinding  shower 

Keeping  the  fateful  signals  true  ; 
And  the  man  who  has  more  than  his  rightful  share 
And  the  man  who  has  dreams  of  joy  somewhere, 

And  the  man  who  laughs  and  the  man  who  sighs 

And  the  maid  with  the  love-light  in  her  eyes 
Put  their  lives  in  his  hands,  all  unaware. 
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Beside  the  track  in  his  narrow  tower, 

Poor,  unknown,  unsung  is  he 
Who  holds  in  his  hands  a  greater  power 

Than  an  admiral  of  the  sea  ! 
And  the  man  who  is  bent  by  a  weight  of  care 
And  the  man  who  has  sighted  a  goal  somewhere, 

And  the  men  who  rule  in  temples  of  trade, 

And  the  mother  at  home,  and  the  blissful  maid, 
Do  they  think  of  the  debts  that   they  owe  him 
there  ? 
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HOPE 

T  HAVE  a  fleet  of  ships  at  sea 

That  sail  and  sail  away, 
All  freighted  down  with  hopes  that  I 
Look  out  for  day  by  day. 

My  ships  are  swept  to  East  and  West 
Before  the  gales  that  blow, 

And  many  a  hope  is  lost  for  aye 
That  I  had  long  ago. 

I  wonder  if,  despite  the  storms, 

It  shall  be  mine  to  see 
One  ship  with  one  high  hope  at  last 

Sail  safely  home  to  me. 
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POVERTY 

HpHE  people  call  him  rich  :  his  lands 
Stretch  very  far  and  very  wide ; 
They  call  him  rich,  yet  there  he  stands 
Ill-clad  and  bent  and  hollow-eyed. 

The  people  call  him  rich  :  his  gold 
Is  piled  in  many  a  yellow  heap, 

But  he  is  all  alone  and  old, 

And  when  he  dies  no  one  will  weep. 

They  call  him  rich,  but  where  he  dwells 
The  floors  are  bare,  the  walls  are  bleak 

They  call  him  rich ;  he  buys  and  sells, 
But  no  fond  fingers  stroke  his  cheek. 

They  call  him  rich :  he  does  not  know 
The  happiness  of  standing  where 

Sweet  winds  across  the  meadows  blow 
And  toss  the  verdant  billows  there. 
19 
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They  call  him  rich,  but  he  is  blind 
To  beauties  of  the  earth  and  sky  : 

Distrustful  of  all  humankind, 

They  call  him  rich  —  I  know  not  why. 
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A    SONG   OF   UNKNOWN    HEROES 

T    ET  me  sing  a  song  for  the  hero 

Who  fell  unnamed,  unknown  — 
The  common  soldier,  lying 

Beneath  no  costly  stone  — 
Who  fought  where  the  foe  was  strongest 

And,  after  the  day  was  done, 
Was  merely  among  "  the  missing 

Three  hundred  and  sixty-one." 

Let  me  sing  a  song  for  the  hero 

Who  knelt  at  the  rail  to  pray 
While  the  boats  with  the  weeping  women 

And  children  were  rowed  away  — 
Who,  being  a  man  and  gifted 

With  the  strength  God  gives  to  men, 
Was  one  of  the  "  hundred  sailors  " 

Who  will  ne'er  tread  decks  again. 

Let  me  sing  a  song  for  the  hero 
Who,  weary,  wasted,  wan  — 
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With  disease  and  the  world  against  him  — 
Toiled  hopefully,  bravely  on  — 

Who,  robbed  of  earth's  choicest  pleasures, 
Could  smile  as  he  worked  away, 

And  lies  with  the  unnamed  millions 
Awaiting  the  Judgment  Day. 

Let  me  sing  the  song  of  the  heroes 

Who  died  unknown,  unnamed, 
And  my  song  shall  be  of  the  bravest 

That  Death  and  the  grave  e'er  claimed  ! 
And  my  song  shall  live  the  longest 

Of  all  the  songs  e'er  sung 
And  still  be  the  song  of  heroes 

When  the  last  sad  knell  is  rung ! 
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PRIVILEGE 

T  MAY  not  journey  far  away 

In  search  of  splendid  scenes  and  fair ; 
Work  holds  me  here  from  day  to  day  — 

I  may  not  breath  the  Alpine  air 
Nor  hear  the  salty  billows  roar, 
Nor  seek  famed  ruins  and  explore 

The  long,  long  buried  archways  there, 
But  I  may  breathe  the  breeze  that  blows 

So  sweet  across  the  fertile  plain 
And  smell  the  alder  where  it  grows 

Beside  the  foot-log,  down  the  lane. 

I  may  not  sport  where  tropic  skies 

Stretch  blue  and  tropic  verdure  spreads ; 

I  may  not  look  where  Rockies  rise 

And  wrap  the  clouds  around  their  heads  ; 

I  may  not  traverse  foreign  lands 

Nor  touch  the  dumb  sphynx  with  my  hands, 
But  where  the  violets,  in  their  beds 
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Beneath  the  snow,  are  sleeping  I 
May  see  the  briers  nod  and  hear 

The  wind  sing  sweetly,  passing  by, 
And  feel  that  God  is  somewhere  near. 
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THE   BEST   DAY 

the  day  when  Moses  led 
The  way  to  the  Promised  Land ; 
Not  the  day  when  Joshua 
Bade  the  sun  to  stand  ; 
Not  the  day  when  Caesar  bled, 
Not  the  day  of  Bunker  Hill, 
Not  the  day  of  Waterloo, 
Not  the  day  she  said,  "  I  will," 
Sweetly  whispering  to  you  ; 
Not  a  day  that  's  past  for  aye, 
But  to-day. 
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FOR   SOME   ONE 

T  WONDER  why  I  toil  away  ? 

My  heart  replies  :  "  For  some  one !  " 
Why  may  I  never  rest  a  day  ? 

Because  —  because  of  "  some  one." 
I  hear  the  tramp  of  many  feet, 
I  hear  the  racket  of  the  street, 
But  over  all  I  hear  the  sweet  — 

Sweet  little  laugh  of  "some  one." 

His  work  is  never  hard  to  do 

Who  thinks  all  day  of  some  one ; 
He  labors  well  whose  heart  is  true  — 

And  fondly  true  to  some  one ; 
Men  strive  for  wealth  —  men  bravely  go 
Where  danger  is  for  fame,  but,  oh, 
The  sweetest  joy  a  man  may  know 
Is  just  to  toil  for  some  one ! 
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FEARLESS   MAN   AND   TIMID    MAID 

HP  HEY  strolled  along  the  meadow  path, 

And  she  looked  up  and  he  looked  down ; 
Her  cheeks  were  red,  her  brow  was  fair, 
Her  eyes  were  big  and  soft  and  brown. 

They  passed  along  the  meadow  path, 

Her  laughter  echoed  in  the  air, 
Far  off  the  smoke  hung  o'er  the  town, 

And  they  were  all  alone  out  there. 

They  strolled  along  the  meadow  path 
Until  they  reached  the  fence,  when  she 

Exclaimed  :  "  Alas  !  I  cannot  climb  !  " 
"Then  let  me  help  you,  please,"  said  he. 

He  helped  her  up,  rail  after  rail, 

And  looked  upon  her,  anxious-faced ; 

She  leaned  against  him  trustingly, 
He  had  an  arm  around  her  waist. 
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At  last  they  reached  the  top,  and  while 
She  sat  there,  trembling  and  afraid, 

He  jumped  and,  turning,  with  a  smile, 
Reached  upward  for  the  lovely  maid. 

She  tumbled  in  his  arms  —  somehow 
Her  lips  touched  his  as  she  came  down 

Away  across  the  level  fields 

The  smoke  still  hung  above  the  town. 

Ah,  had  he,  but  the  day  before, 

Been  safely  hidden  somewhere  near, 

He  might  have  seen  her  leaping  o'er 
That  fence  as  lightly  as  a  deer. 
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WHEN    PA   WAS    A   BOY 

/ 

T  WISH  'at  I'  d  of  been  here  when 

My  paw  he  was  a  boy ; 
They  must  of  been  excitement  then  — 

When  my  paw  was  a  boy. 
In  school  he  always  took  the  prize, 
He  used  to  lick  boys  twice  his  size  — 
I  bet  folks  all  had  bulgin'  eyes 

When  my  paw  was  a  boy ! 

There  was  a  lot  of  wonders  done 

When  my  paw  was  a  boy  ; 
How  grandpa  must  have  loved  his  son, 

When  my  paw  was  a  boy ! 
He  'd  git  the  coal  and  chop  the  wood, 
And  think  up  every  way  he  could 
To  always  just  be  sweet  and  good  — 

When  my  paw  was  a  boy ! 

Then  everything  was  in  its  place, 
When  my  paw  was  a  boy ; 
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How  he  could  rassle,  jump  and  race, 
When  my  paw  was  a  boy ! 

He  never,  never  disobeyed ; 

He  beat  in  every  game  he  played  — 

Gee  !  What  a  record  they  was  made  ! 
When  my  paw  was  a  boy  ! 

I  wish  'at  I  'd  of  been  here  when 

My  paw  he  was  a  boy ; 
They  '11  never  be  his  like  agen  — 

Paw  was  the  moddle  boy. 
But  still  last  night  I  hear'd  my  maw 
Raise  up  her  voice  and  call  my  paw 
The  biggest  goose  she  ever  saw  — 

He  ought  of  stayed  a  boy. 
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"IF   I   WAS   PAW" 

TF  I  was  paw,  and  paw  was  me, 

Gee  !  What  a  great  thing  that  'ud  be  ! 
I  would  n't  whip  him  just  'cause  he 

Went  sneakin'  off  sometimes  to  fish ; 
And  if  he  'd  ruther  play  than  go 
To  school  I  'd  say,  "  All  right,"  and  oh, 
But  would  n't  he  have  good  times  though, 

With  everything  for  which  he  'd  wish  ! 

I  'd  let  him  stay  up  late  at  night, 
And  then  I  'd  go  ahead  and  light 
The  gas  for  him,  because  he  might 

Bump  into  chairs  or  things,  you  see ; 
I  '11  bet  he  'd  be  that  glad  all  day, 
With  not  a  thing  to  do  but  play, 
He  'd  haft  to  yell,  he  'd  feel  so  gay, 

If  I  was  paw  and  paw  was  me. 

If  I  was  in  his  place  I  '11  bet 
That  everything  he  'd  want  he  'd  get, 
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I  guess  he  'd  think  that  he  had  met 
The  kindest  paw  he  ever  saw  — 

But  still  I  'm  glad  that  I  can't  be 

My  paw  and  that  he  is  n't  me, 

Because  if  I  was  him,  you  see, 

Then  maw,  she  would  n't  be  my  maw. 
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WHY    DO   YOU    HURRY   SO? 

/^\  MAN  with  eager  eyes, 

Why  do  you  hurry  so  ? 
In  your  haste  to  gain  the  prize 

You  miss  much  as  you  go ; 
You  hear  no  song-birds  sing, 

Nor  stray  in  flowery  places ; 
You  never  stay  to  bring 

Glad  smiles  to  weary  faces  — 
Why  do  you  hurry  so  ? 

Oh,  stay  a  little,  stay ! 

Why  do  you  hurry  so  ? 
Joys  lie  along  the  way 

That  you  ne'er  again  may  know ; 
The  grave  is  at  the  end 

Of  the  way  that  you  are  taking  — 
Oh,  stay  a  little,  friend, 

And  soothe  some  heart  that 's  aching 
Why  do  you  hurry  so  ? 
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0  maiden  with  deep  eyes, 
Why  do  you  hurry  so  ? 

A  world  of  sorrow  lies 

Out  where  you  long  to  go  : 

You  put  your  books  away 

And  coil  your  braided  tresses, 

And,  turning  from  wild  play, 
Are  stately  in  long  dresses  — 
Why  do  you  hurry  so  ? 

Oh,  stay  a  little  while, 
Why  do  you  hurry  so  ? 

1  see  you  sweetly  smile, 

And  heaven  is  here  below ; 
But  oh,  you  long  to  flee 

From  youth  and  maiden  glory, 
To  grieve  too  late  and  be 

The  pathos  of  the  story  — 
Why  do  you  hurry  so  ? 
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THE   RIDICULOUS    OPTIMIST 


was  a  man  who  smiled 
Because  the  day  was  bright  ; 
Because  he  slept  at  night  ; 
Because  God  gave  him  sight 
To  gaze  upon  his  child  ! 
Because  his  little  one 
Could  leap  and  laugh  and  run  ; 
Because  the  distant  sun 
Smiled  on  the  earth,  he  smiled. 

He  toiled  and  still  was  glad 
Because  the  air  was  free  ; 
Because  he  loved,  and  she 
That  claimed  his  love,  and  he 

Shared  all  the  joys  they  had  ! 
Because  the  grasses  grew  ; 
Because  the  sweet  wind  blew  ; 
Because  that  he  could  hew 

And  hammer  he  was  glad. 
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Because  he  lived  he  smiled, 
And  did  not  look  ahead 
With  bitterness  or  dread, 
But  nightly  sought  his  bed 

As  calmly  as  a  child. 

And  people  called  him  mad 
For  being  always  glad 
With  such  things  as  he  had, 

And  shook  their  heads  and  smiled. 
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THE   CASE   OF   THE   TWO   A.  B.'S 

r_TE  led  his  class  in  college  and  he  took 

The  degree  — 
The  respectable  degree  — 
Of  A.  B. 

There  was  something  in  his  look  — 
His  refined  and  gentle  look  — 

That  enabled  men  to  see 
At  a  glance  that  he  had  studied  and  was  wise. 

He  had  carried  off  a  prize 
For  an  essay  on  Elizabethan  art. 
He  was  deep  in  all  the  lore 
That  professors  may  impart : 
He  had  learned  a  score  or  more 
Of  the  ologies  by  heart. 

On  the  day 
That  he  left  his  alma  mater  to  assume  life's  heavy 

cares 

He  was  well  equipped  to  play 
An   important   and   an    honorable  part    in  men's 
affairs. 
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She 
Was  a  beautiful  "  co-ed.," 

With  a  head 
As  full  as  it  could  be 
Of  the  knowledge  that  professors,  in  their  wisdom, 

pass  around  — 

She  was  pretty  and  profound  ; 
Yea,  bewitching  and  profound  ; 
She  was  all  her  anxious  parents  ever  hoped  that 
she  might  be,  and  she  boasted  the  degree 

Of  A.  B., 
The  distinguishing  degree 

Of  A.  B. 

People  wondered  at  the  wisdom  she  displayed  — 
Marveled  at  the  comprehension  of  the  maid ; 
She  had  carried  off  the  honors  of  her  class ; 
She  had  passed  where  others  vainly  sought  to  pass, 
And  they  envied  her  who  saw  her  lightly  tripping 

down  the  stairs, 
As  she  left  her  alma  mater  to  take  up  the  world's 

affairs. 
They  loved  and  they  were  wedded,  as  was  proper, 

he  and  she  ; 

He,  with  his  proud  degree, 
Took  the  beautiful  A.  B., 
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And  in  time  it  came  to  pass  that  another,  sweet 
and  wee, 

Dropped  from  heaven  down  to  add  to  all  the  glad 
ness  in  their  hearts  — 

Came  to  bless  the  sacred  union  of  those  bachelors 

/ 

of  arts, 
And  he 
And  she, 

Each  with  the  fine  degree 
Of  A.  B., 

Each  distinguished  and  profound, 
All  unstrung,  would  run  around, 
Spilling  things  and  falling  blindly  over  chairs, 
When  the  everlasting  pin 
Would  begin 
Mixing  in 

The  protesting  little  sufferer's  affairs. 
For  their  wonderful  degrees 

Caring  naught, 

They  would  fall  upon  their  knees 
And  implore  the  Lord  for  mercy  till  the  doctor 
could  be  brought. 

And  they  'd  whoop  — 

Wildly  whoop  for  help  from  others  if  it  showed  a 
sign  of  croup, 
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Or  doubled  up  and  grumbled  at  the  ache 
That  a  little  wind  may  make ; 
And,  panting,  they  would  sit  — 
Full  of  wonder  —  they  would  sit 
When  the  nurse  would  quiet  it  — 
The  nurse  who   did  n't  even  know  the  meaning 

of  A.  B. 

Didn't  know  what  alma  mater  meant  and  didn't 
care  at  all  — 
And  he 
And  she, 

Each  with  a  proud  degree 
Of  A.  B., 
Would  crawl 
At  her  feet, 

Overpowered  by  the  wisdom  she  possessed, 
And,  with  confidence,  resigning  to  her  tender  care 

the  sweet 
Little  sum  of  all  their  hopes,  behold  it  cuddled  on 

her  breast, 

And  they  'd  bow  shamefaced  when  she 
Told  them    boldly  that    they  didn't   know  as 

much  as  a,  b,  c,  — 
Each  with  the  proud  degree 
Of  A.  B. 
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A   KIND    OLD  WORLD 

"  TT  'S  a  sad  old  world,"  he  said, 

When  he  and  trouble  met, 
But  brightly,  overhead, 

The  sun  was  shining  yet ; 
"  It 's  a  sad  old  world,"  he  cried ; 

Yet  all  around  him  there 
Were  men  puffed  up  with  pride 
And  children  free  from  care. 

"  It 's  a  kind  old  world,"  he  said, 

When  fortune  came  his  way  : 
A  little  child  lay  dead 

Across  the  street  that  day  : 
"  It 's  a  glad  old  world,"  he  sang, 

"A  good  old  world ! "  and  high 
Above  his  singing  rang 

A  mother's  hopeless  cry. 
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IN   THE   WAITING-ROOM 

TLJTOW  fair  she  is  !   And  one,  some  day, 

Will  win  her,  with  her  charms, 
Will  take  her,  as  he  only  may, 
And  hold  her  in  his  arms, 
And  she  will  sigh, 
And  oh,  that  I 

Might  be  the  happy  lover  there  — 
But,  no,  alas ! 
We  meet,  to  pass 

And  never  meet  again,  perchance  — 
And  she  reads  on,  all  unaware 
Of  me  and  my  admiring  glance. 

I  know  her  not,  but  this  I  know  : 

If  she  should  toss  her  book  away 
And  beckon  me,  I  'd  gladly  go 
Wherever  she  might  care  to  stray, 
Content  that  she 
Had  chosen  me 
And  caring  not 
What  others  thought, 
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Forgetting  all  the  plans  I  've  made  — 
But  she  reads  on,  all  unaware 

Of  me  and  of  the  spell  she  's  laid 
Upon  me  gazing  at  her  there. 

I  hear  the  crier  call  her  train, 

I  see  her  close  her  book  and  rise  — 
Oh,  if  she  would  but  sweetly  deign 
To  grant  me  one  look  of  her  eyes ! 
But,  swept  along 
Out  with  the  throng, 
She  hurries  to  some  far  somewhere ! 
And  she  has  been  all  unaware 
Of  me! 
But  see ! 
Ah,  woman  —  maiden  —  who  shall  know 

The  meaning  of  your  ways  or  wiles  ? 
I  watch  the  train  move  out,  and  lo ! 
She  looks  love  back  at  me  and  smiles  ! 
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LET   THE   CHILD    BE   A   CHILD 

T~NEAR  little  Curly  Head,  careless  and  jolly, 
•^"^     Life,  as  you  view  it,  is  play  ; 
Toiling  is  useless  and  fretting  is  folly, 
At  least  when  you  're  having  your  way : 
Shouting  for  fun, 
You  romp  and  you  run, 
Worrying  not  over  work  to  be  done, 
Seeing  no  tasks  that  the  years  are  to  bring, 
Thinking  the  future  will  always  be  spring. 

Dear  little  Curly  Head,  quickly  forgetting 

Bruises  of  heart  and  of  limb, 
Taking  your  own  and  unselfishly  letting 
Your  brother  have  what  is  for  him, 
Thinking  that  they 
Who  choose  the  fair  way 
Are  sure  to  be  fully  rewarded  some  day, 
You  borrow  no  sorrow  and  treasure  no  dread 
Of  heart-breaking  tasks  that  are  lying  ahead. 
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Dear  little  Curly  Head,  shouting  and  singing, 

Who  is  it  frowns  at  the  noise  ? 
Know  they  not  what  the  gray  future  is  bringing 
After  the  play  and  the  toys  ? 
Do  they  not  know 
As  they  harry  you  so 
That    God    hears   the    song   of    each    child   here 

below  — 

That  if  children  ne'er  shouted  and  never  were  glad 
Men  never  could  sigh  for  the  joys  they  once  had? 

Dear  little  Curly  Head,  why  are  they  trying 

To  lure  you  away  from  your  play, 
To  fret  you  with  books  while  your  childhood  is 

flying 

Like  the  blown  rose's  petals  away  ? 
Before  you  are  care 
And  burdens  to  bear  ; 

Oh,  why  are  they  trying  to  hurry  you  there  ? 
Dear  little  Curly  Head,  God  never  planned 
That  men  should  be  men  as  they  come  from  His 
hand. 
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AFTER 

/^\NE  who  was  rich  picked  out  a  spot 

High  on  a  noble  hill,  and  there 
He  built  himself  a  costly  tomb, 

That  all  the  people  might  know  where 
He  rested  when  his  work  was  done. 
The  marble  glistened  in  the  sun ; 

The  white  shaft  towered  in  the  air. 

A  toiler  where  the  crowds  were  great 
Had  love  of  men  big  in  his  heart ; 

He  sang  to  make  the  sighing  glad, 

And  preached  for  peace  with  all  his  art. 

His  song  died  on  his  lips  one  day. 

They  laid  the  ill  clad  form  away, 
From  all  the  costly  tombs  apart. 

Broad  paths  are  beaten  to  a  spot 

Watched  now  with  loving,  jealous  care  ; 

And  rich  and  poor  and  great  and  small 
Fare  far  to  stand  uncovered  there. 
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High  on  the  hill,  seen  from  below, 
A  rich  tomb  stands,  but  few  men  go 
To  see  what  name  the  shaft  may  bear. 
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COIN'    BACK 

T  'VE  packed  my  traps  and  I  'm  goin'  back  where 

the  fields  are  green  and  broad, 
And  the  colts,  with  their  legs  all  doubled  up,  are 

rollin'  on  the  sod ; 
They  '11  smile,  I  s'pose,  when  they  see  me  come, 

and  they  '11,  some  of  'em,  likely  say 
They  thought  I  'd  forsaken  the  farm  for  good  the 

day  that  I  went  away  — 
But  let  'em  smile  —  I  'm  goin'  back  —  I  'm  sick 

of  the  noise  and  fuss, 
Where  a  couple  of  dollars  count  for  more  than  the 

life  of  a  common  cuss ; 
They  '11  nobody  notice  I  've  went  away  —  if  you 

told  'em  they  would  n't  care, 
But  somebody's  face  '11  be  full  of  joy  when  she 

greets  her  boy  back  there. 

I  'm  goin'  back,  for  I  Ve  had  my  fill  —  I  've  saw 

what  there  is  to  see  ; 
The  city  may  still  be  the  place  for  you,  but  it  's 

lost  its  charm  for  me ; 
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And  won't  I  be  lonesome  there,  you  say,  with  the 

people  so  far  apart  ? 
Well,  mebby  they  're  few  and  far  between,  but  each 

of  'em  's  got  a  heart ; 
There  ain't  no  hundreds  of  thousands  there  to  push 

you  around,  I  know, 
Not  carin'  a  cent  where  you  're  comin'  from  or 

where  you  're  tryin'  to  go  — 
For  the  one  that 's  jostled  day  after  day  with  never 

a  friend  to  greet, 
There  ain't  a  lonesomer  place  on  earth  than  the 

city's  crowded  street. 

I  'm  goin'  back  where  the  dog  's  asleep  on  the  step 

by  the  kitchen  door, 
With  his  nose  pushed  down  between  his  paws  — 

I  'm  sick  of  the  smoke  and  roar ; 
There  's  money  to  make  where  the   crowds  are 

thick  and  they  're  tryin'  to  rip  things  loose  — 
There  's  money  to  get  if  you  've  got  the  grit,  but, 

dang  it  all !  what 's  the  use  ? 
They  hustle  for  dollars  all  through   the  day  and 

dream  of  dollars  in  bed, 
And  forgive  the  gougin'  a  fellow  may  do  as  long 

as  he  gets  ahead  — 
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They  hustle  and  bustle  and  coop  themselves  in  dark 

little  holes  and  fret 
And  honor  a  person  accordin'  to  the  money  he  's 

managed  to  get. 

I  'm  goin'  back  where  the  poplars  stand  in  tall  rows 

down  the  lane, 
Where  the  bob-sled  's  settin'  beside  the  barn,  de- 

fyin'  the  sun  and  rain ; 
Where  the  birds  are  singin'  away  as  though  they 

were  hired  to  fill  the  air 
With  a  sweetness  that  nobody  ever  can  know  who 

was  never  a  boy  out  there  ; 
I  'm  goin'  back  where  they  '11  not  expect  me  to  sit 

in  the  kitchen  when 
I  'm  courtin'  the  girl  I  love  because  I  'm  workin' 

for  other  men  — 
Where  the  richest  among  'em  '11  shake  my  hand, 

instead  of  lettin'  me  see 
That  they  think  the  money  they  've  got  must  make 

them  a  blamed  sight  better  than  me. 

I  'm  goin'  back,  and  you  '11  stay  here  and  rush,  in 

the  same  old  way, 
Goin'  to  work  and  then  goin'  home  —  the  same 

thing  day  by  day  — 
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And  you  '11  think  you  're  havin'  a  high  old  time 

and  I  '11  pity  you,  lookin'  back, 
From  where  I  whistle  across  the  fields,  at  you  in 

the  same  old  track  !  — 
I  'm  goin'  back,  but  the  crowds  won't  know,  and 

they  '11  still  keep  rushin'  on ; 
They  '11  never  notice  that  some  one's  face  is  missin' 

when  I  am  gone  — 
No,  they  '11  never  notice  that  some  one  's  gone  — 

if  they  did  they  would  n't  care  — 
But  every  tree  '11  be  noddin'  to  me  when  I  turn  up 

the  lane  back  there. 
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THE   SUNDAY    PAPER 

[AS    RELATED    BY    BROTHER    WILL] 

T^ATHER  reads  the  war  news, 

Mother  reads  the  parts 
That  give  rules  for  making 

Pillow-shams  and  tarts ; 
Sister  reads  the  columns 

Where  they  tell  about 
Clubs  and  teas  and  dances 

And  who 's  coming  out. 

Aunt  Jean  reads  the  poems, 

If  they  tell  of  love  : 
Once  she  had  a  fellow 

Who  has  gone  above ! 
Poor  old,  foolish  aunty ! 

Does  n't  know  we  know  — 
Kind  of  sad  to  hear  her 

Sigh  and  sniffle,  though. 
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Father  scolds  the  fighters  — 

Tells  us  war  is  wrong ; 
Says  the  weak  may  be  as 

Worthy  as  the  strong ; 
Says  that  war  is  brutal, 

Says  it  is  n't  fair  — 
Reads  and  grunts  and  hammers 

On  his  rocking-chair. 

Mother  reads  directions 

Of  a  lot  of  kinds, 
And  declares  they  're  foolish, 

But  she  always  finds 
Time  enough  to  save  them 

For  some  future  day  — 
Never  lets  a  single 

Item  get  away. 

Sister  says  that  none  of 

Those  whose  names  appear 
On  her  page  are  leaders 

In  the  social  sphere  ! 
Sneers  at  what  they  're  doing, 

Laughs  at  each  affair, 
And  is  mighty  sorry 

That  she  was  n't  there. 
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Each  selects  a  section  : 

News  of  war  for  dad  ; 
Recipes  for  mother, 

Poems  that  are  sad 
For  Aunt  Jean,  while  sister 

Grabs  "  Society," 
Leaving  nothing  but  the 

Sporting  page  for  me  I 
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THE   GLAD   DAYS   ON   AHEAD 

'T1  HERE  was  gladness  in  the  old  days  when  all 

the  lanes  were  long, 
When  every  brook  went  singing  a  happy,  hopeful 

song. 
How  blue  the  sky  was  o'er  us,  how  fair  the  meadows 

spread 
When  youth's   sweet  charms  were  ours  and  life 

was  on  ahead. 

But  they  had  to  pass,  the  careless,  the  rosy,  happy 

days, 

To  leave  us  toiling  onward  along  the  winding  ways. 
They've  gone,  and  never,  never,  may  any  man 

return 
To  bravely  start  all  over,  with  trouble  still  to  learn. 

There  was    gladness  in  the  old  days,   when  fair 

winds  only  blew, 

When  we  saw  a  fairy's  jewel  in  every  drop  of  dew, 
But  better  than  the  old  days  to  him  by  Fancy  led 
Are  the  glad  days  that  always  are  somewhere  on 

ahead. 
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MY   WORLD    LIES    DEEP   WITHIN 
HER    EYES 

T  NEED  not  sigh  for  leave  to  stray 

Where  laughing  brooks  leap  down  the  steeps, 
Nor  o'er  green  meadows,  far  away, 

Nor  through  sweet  sylvan  dells  and  deeps, 
Because  within  two  soft,  clear  eyes 
The  whole  world  fairly  mirrored  lies. 

I  need  not  sigh  to  linger  where 

Glad  little  songsters  voice  their  glee ; 

I  look  down  in  her  eyes,  and  there 
Enchanting  scenes  appear  to  me  — 

I  hear  her  voice,  and  it  is  far 

More  sweet  than  woodland  carols  are. 

My  world  lies  deep  within  her  eyes  — 

How  fair  a  world  it  is  !     I  trow 
The  sun  was  never  made  to  rise 

On  vistas  such  as  these  !     The  glow 
Of  noon  is  in  her  look,  the  light 
Fails  when  we  part  —  and  it  is  night. 
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HIS   LITTLE   BEN 

'TPHE  gladdest  day  in  all  my  life  was  that  day 

Bennie  come, 
Though  when  his  ma  was  made  my  wife  my  blood 

was  tinglin'  some ; 
How   cute  and  beautiful  he    was,    a-layin'    there 

asleep ! 
I  had  to  just  kneel  down  beside  his  little  bed  and 

weep, 
Because  I  felt  so  good,  you  know !     I  promised 

God  that  day 
That  I  would  leave  the  way  below  —  the  broad 

and  sinful  way. 

How  proud  we  was  to  show  our  boy  —  I  mean  his 

ma  and  I  — 
Each  day  he  brought  us  greater  joy  and  raised  us 

to'rds  the  sky ! 
We  had  n't  really  lived  before  he  come  to  make  us 

glad, 
The  bindin'  link  between  us  was  that  happy  little 

tad; 
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We  lived  for  him,  we  saved  for  him,  in  every  way 

we  knew, 
Day  in,  day  out,  I  slaved  for  him,  and  glad  to  do 

it,  too. 

We  planned  a  grand  career  for  him,  his  happy  ma 

and  me  — 
Wa'  n't  nothin'  too  good  here  for  him,  as  fur  as 

we  could  see ; 
He  'd  got  to  go  away  to  school  —  to  college  —  so 

we  planned, 

He  'd  got  to  have  the  best  of  all  a-goin'  in  the  land, 
And  so  we  saved  and  slaved  away  and  sent  him  off 

at  last  — 
I  guess  that  I  was  proud  the  day  I  heard  my  boy 

had  passed ! 

He  's  home  again  to  stay  awhile,  until  vacation  's 

through  ; 
He  's  learned  a  lot  concernin'  style,  he  's  kind  of 

distant,  too ; 
He  brought  another  chap  along,  they  're  college 

chums,  you  know ; 
They  ride  the  horses  'round,  and  gol !  how  they 

do  make  "em  go ! 
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It 's  harvest  time,  but,  somehow,  they  don't  sort  of 

seem  to  care ; 
While  I  must  stay  and  work  away  they  gallivant 

somewhere. 

My  back  was  lame  as  it  could  be  from  puttin'  in 

the  hay : 
I  overheard  them  talk  of  me  —  this  happened  yis- 

terday ! 
My  boy  I  used  to  carry  'round  and  pray  for  every 

night  — 
My  boy  that  I  have  battled  for  and  loved  with  all 

my  might  — 
He  said  :  "  My  folks  are  good  and  kind,  as  you 

have  seen,  but  oh, 
I  'm  sorry  they  are  not  refined,  as  yours  are,  you 

know." 

My  gladdest  day  was  that  day  when  I  learned  a 

father's  love, 
The  day  God  sent  my  little  Ben  down  to  me  from 

above ! 
I  've  slaved  for  him,  I  've  saved  for  him ;  I  held 

his  little  hand, 
And  guided  his  first  steps  ;  for  him  I  've  laid  awake 

and  planned ! 
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When  he  was  near  the  sky  was  fair ;  I  've  prayed 

beside  his  bed  — 
O  God  of  Love,  why  was  I  there  to  hear  them 

words  he  said ! 
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THE    STEADFAST  ONE 

HP  HE  world  may  laugh  to  see  me  fall, 

But  mother  won't ! 
The  world  may  deem  me  weak  or  small, 

But  mother  won't ! 
The  crowd  may  say,  if  I,  some  day, 

Succeed  in  winning,  that  I  won 
Through  luck  or  in  some  shameful  way 
That  all  but  fools  and  knaves  would  shun, 
But  mother  won't ! 

The  world  may  cavil  at  my  song, 

But  mother  won't ! 
My  friends  may  sneer  if  I  go  wrong, 

But  mother  won't ! 

The  child  that  claims  my  love  and  she 
That  gave  me  all  her  heart,  one  day, 
May,  sometime,  lose  their  faith  in  me 
And  mercilessly  turn  away  — 
But  mother  won't ! 
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T_T  O W  sorely  pressed  the  Lord  must  be 
With  all  the  tearful  people's  woes ; 
The  weak  implore  for  mastery 

Above  their  strong,  relentless  foes  ; 
The  poor  cry  out  against  the  rich, 

The  slave  would  fling  his  chains  away, 
And  oft  their  cries  must  be  unheard, 
But  God,  I  know,  hears  every  word 

When  little  children  kneel  to  pray. 

Mayhap  the  pious  Pharisee 

Is  never  heard  above  his  roof 
When  he,  at  bedtime,  crooks  the  knee, 

Beseeching  for  his  own  behoof  : 
Their  prayers  may  all  be  said  in  vain, 

Who  arm  themselves  and  march  away 
To  fall  in  battle  or  to  kill, 
But  God,  I  know,  must  listen  still 

When  little  children  kneel  to  pray. 
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The  grave-faced  hypocrite  who  reads 

The  word  the  Master  gave  to  men 
And  loudly  prays  and  then  proceeds 

To  crush  the  weak  for  gain  again 
May  be  so  little  that  the  Lord, 

Attending  to  immense  affairs, 
Is  unaware  of  him,  but  oh, 
God  still  has  time  to  heed,  I  know, 

When  little  children  say  their  prayers. 

The  ones  who  wrangle  over  creeds 

And  those  who  think,  forsooth,  that  they 
Are  sent  to  judge  the  people's  needs 

And  give  the  word  and  show  the  way 
May  be  so  little  and  obscure 

That  God,  with  all  His  awful  cares, 
Is  deaf  to  them  —  but,  filled  with  love, 
I  know  He  listens  from  above 

When  little  children  say  their  prayers. 
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THE    SMILES 

TF  there  were  smiles  for  sale 

At  some  fair  market  where 
The  rich,  the  poor,  the  low,  the  high, 
Might  hurry  with  their  change,  to  buy, 
What  crowds  would  gather  there  ! 

Yet  there  are  smiles  enough, 
And  each  might  have  his  share, 

If  every  man  would  do  or  say 

One  —  just  one  —  kind  thing  every  day 
To  lift  some  other's  care. 
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THE   BOY   WHO    LIVES    NEXT   DOOR 

'T1HE  boy  who  lives  next  door 
Has  freckles  on  his  face ; 
His  ears  are  red  and  hang 

Away  out  into  space, 
And  when  I  hear  a  dog  ki-yi 
And  see  it  flee  in  terror,  I 

Can  quickly  guess  the  cause  — 

'T  is  merely  that  one  more 
Poor  little  victim  knows 
A  boy  resides  next  door ! 

He  runs  across  the  lawn 

I  've  nursed  with  jealous  care, 
And,  in  the  summer  time, 

Knocks  down  the  flowers  there ! 
It  seems  to  give  him  pure  delight 
To  whoop  around  with  all  his  might, 
And  every  week  or  so 

A  pebble  finds  its  way 
Against  a  light  of  glass 
For  which  I  have  to  pay ! 
65 


Ballads  of  the  Busy  Days 

He  has  no  teeth  in  front, 

His  hands  are  cracked  and  brown, 
Twice  he  has  nearly  burned 

Our  summer  kitchen  down  ! 
He  yells  at  people  just  to  see 
How  badly  frightened  they  will  be. 
I  used  to  think  if  God 

Would  take  him  from  below 
Up  to  the  sky,  I  'd  try 
To  bravely  bear  the  blow  ! 

The  little  child  whose  love 

Is  all  to  me,  one  day 
Was  stricken  suddenly 

When  I  was  far  away  — 
The  boy  who  lives  next  door  forgot 
To  whoop  around,  but  ran  and  brought 
The  doctor  to  the  bed, 

And  when  I  came,  at  last, 
Shrank  from  me  with  a  look 
Of  pity  as  I  passed  ! 

The  boy  who  lives  next  door 
Brought  in  his  tops  and  gun, 

And  pocketfuls  of  trash 
To  please  my  little  one  ; 
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He  played  beside  my  darling's  bed, 
Turned  cartwheels  and  stood  on  his  head, 
And  God  was  good  to  me  — 
Let  's  wait  awhile  before 
We  utterly  condemn 

"The  boy  who  lives  next  door  !  " 
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THE   ABSENT   MAN    IN    BLUE 

[G.  A.   R.  REUNION,  CHICAGO,    IQOOJ 

T  WATCH  the  brave  old  men  in  blue  go  march 
ing  by,  to-day  — 
The  thousands  tried,  the  thousands  true,  the  lame, 

the  bent,  the  gray  ; 
I  hear  the  surging  people  cheer,  I  see  the  banners 

fly, 

And   down   there    in   the   ranks    somewhere   are 

heroes  marching  by 
Who  fought  with  him  at  Malvern  Hill  and  with 

him  stormed  the  lines 
At   Fair  Oaks  and  at   Gaines's   Mill  and  bloody 

Seven  Pines. 

I  watch  the  brave  old  men  go  by,   I  hear  the 

people  cheering  ; 
I  see  the  banners  waving  high,  I  see  the  steeds 

careering ; 
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I  hear  the  loud,  defiant  blare,  I  hear  the  brave  old 

song, 
And  down  there  in  the  ranks  somewhere  with  those 

who  march  along 
Are  men  whose  names  I  used  to  hear  ere  cares 

had  come  to  me  — 
Whose  daring  made  me  wonder  when  I  sat  upon 

his  knee. 

The  brave  old  men  are  trudging  past,  the  bands 

are  playing  loud, 
The  brave  old  lines  are  thinning  fast  and  many  a 

head  is  bowed ; 
The  host  is  marching  in   review,  the  air  is  rent 

with  cheers, 
But,  oh,  there 's  one  brave  man  in  blue  who  neither 

sees  nor  hears. 
And  down  there  in  the  ranks  somewhere  are  dear 

old  heroes  still 
Who  cheered  with  him  at  Gettysburg  and  fought 

at  Malvern  Hill. 

I  see  the  brave  old  lines  of  blue,  I  hear  the  people 

crying 
Hurrahs   for   men   and   leaders   too ;    I   see   the 

banners  flying, 
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But  down  there,  in  the  ranks  somewhere,  among 
those  brave  old  men, 

Are  messmates  of  a  soldier  who  will  never  march 
again ! 

I  see  the  waving  hats,  I  hear  the  trumpet's  thrill 
ing  blare  — 

I,  too,  could  cheer  as  others  cheer  if  he  were 
marching  there ! 
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THE  LITTLE  MINSTREL  IN  THE 
STREET 

1LTIS  hands  are  soiled,  his  throat  is  bare, 

His  face  is  streaked  with  dirt  and  thin, 
And  many  a  slip  is  in  the  air 

He  plays  upon  his  violin  ; 
A  sadness  dwells  within  his  eyes, 

The  shoes  are  ragged  on  his  feet, 
And  scoffers  stop  to  criticize 

The  little  minstrel  in  the  street. 

There  by  the  curb  he  plays  away 

Where  flakes  float  past  and  winds  blow  chill, 
And  maybe,  as  the  critics  say, 

He  lacks  the  tutored  artist's  skill  — 
But  now  and  then  a  little  strain 

Played  faultlessly  and  soft  and  sweet 
Floats  up  from  where  he  stands  out  there  — 

The  little  minstrel  in  the  street. 
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Say,  ragged  little  minstrel,  why 

Must  people  listen  but  to  hear 
The  false  note,  ever  passing  by 

The  strain  that  rises  soft  and  clear  ? 
Oh,  it  were  well  with  us  if  we 

Might  in  our  own  ways  sound  the  sweet 
And  faultless  notes  as  oft  as  he  — 

The  little  minstrel  in  the  street. 
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THE  MAN  FROM  YORK  STATE 

"DILL  BAILEY  come  from  York  State :  When 

a  thing  was  big  or  fine 
He  always  knew  of  something  more  surprisin'  in 

that  line. 
When  Dave  Hanks  had  his  tumor,  old  Bill  he  said, 

says  he : 
"  It  's  a  big  one,  I  acknowledge,  and  I  'm  glad  it 

ain't  on  me, 
But  I  knew  a  man  in  York  State  had  a  tumor  that 

I  '11  bet 
Was  twice  as  big  as  Dave's  is,  and  I  guess  he  's 

livin'  yet." 

If  we  raised  a  yallow  punkin  that  was  extra  big 

he  'd  say 
He  seen  bigger  ones  in  York  State  'fore  he  up  and 

moved  away. 
And  when  Andy  Marshall's  horses  run  away  one 

time  and  went 
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Straight  home  from  town,  with  nothin'  the  least 

thing  broke  or  bent 
Bill  says  :  "  One  time  in  York  State  I  'd  a  neighbor 

owned  a  span 
Run  six  miles  with  a  milk-cart  and  brought  home 

every  can." 

Same  with  apples  and  with  cherries ;  if  the  crop 
was  big  he  'd  blow 

'Bout  some  crop  they  'd  had  in  York  State  years 
and  years  and  years  ago. 

When  Trask's  folks  had  their  triplets,  Bill  stood 
and  shook  his  head, 

As  he  fingered  his  chin-whiskers  sort  of  thought 
ful  like,  and  said : 

"  Yes,  three  's  a  lot.  I  dunno  as  I  'd  care  for  any 
more  — 

But  I  knew  a  York  State  fam'ly  that  took  the 
prize  with  four." 

Poor  old  Bill !  He  's  crossed  the  river,  and  I  hope 

he  's  happy  where 
All  the  streets  are  clean  and  coal  smoke  never 

trickles  through  the  air. 
He  'd  a  good  heart  in  him  —  Bill  had  —  done  a  lot 

of  noble  things  — 
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But   I   '11   bet  you  when  he  got  there,  with  his 

crown  and  harp  and  wings, 
That  he  turned  to  old  St.  Peter  or  some  angel, 

bowin'  low, 
As  he  said  :  "  It  's  mighty  splendid  —  York  State 

beats  it  hollow  though." 
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THE   BOY   WITH   THE   PONY 

TV/TOST  every  day  a  little  boy  comes  drivin'  past 

our  house 
With  the  nicest  little  pony  —  just  the  color  of  a 

mouse  — 
And  a  groom  rides  close  behind  him,  so  he  won't 

get  hurt,  you  see, 
And  I  used  to  wish  the  pony  and  the  cart  belonged 

to  me. 

I  used  to  watch  him  from  our  porch  and  wish  that 

I  could  own 
His  pony   and   his  little  cart,  and   drive  out  all 

alone, 
And  once  when  I  knelt  down  at  night  I  prayed  the 

Lord  that  He 
Would  fix  it  so  the  pony  and  the  cart  belonged 

to  me. 

But  yesterday  I  saw  him  where  he  lives,  and  now 
I  know 
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Why  he  never  goes  out  walkin'  —  'cause  his  legs 

are  withered  so  !  — 
And  last  night  when  I  was  kneelin'  with  my  head 

on  mother's  knee, 
I  was  glad  he  had  the  pony  and  the  cart,  instead 

of  me. 
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THE   BOAST  OF   THE   CITIES 

HP  HE  cities  boast  their  progress,  boast  the  mighty 

gains  they  make  — 

The  city  by  the  ocean  and  the  city  by  the  lake  — 
They  figure  their  percentage,  as  if  nothing  more 

than  size 
Were  excellent  or  beautiful  beneath  the  spreading 

skies! 
Ah,  there  may  be  joy  in  cities  by  the  river  or  the 

sea, 
Men  may  taste  sometimes  of  gladness  where  the 

crowded  markets  be, 
But  a  shady  little  town 
Where  the  leaves  go  floating  down 
Is  fairer  than  the  greatest  of  the  cities  is,  to  me. 

What  are  thousands  of  mad  people  who  go  rushing 

to  and  fro, 
If  there 's  not  a  face  among  them  that  you  know  or 

care  to  know  ? 
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What  are   buildings  that  loom  upward  till  they 
seem  to  touch  the  blue 

Of  the  sky  that  spreads  above  you,  since  the  rents 
are  not  for  you  ? 

What  are  cars  and  trucks  that  rattle  through  the 
overcrowded  street  ? 

Where 's  the  grace  of  miles  of  pavement  only  bruis 
ing  weary  feet  ? 
Greater  than  the  cities  are, 
Where  the  streets  go  stretching  far, 

Is  the  shady  town  where  breezes  blow  from  mead 
ows  cool  and  sweet. 

Oh,  I  come  to  jostle  daily  with  the  crowd  that 's 

in  the  way, 
And  there 's  none  in  all  the  thousands  with  a  friendly 

word  to  say, 
None  among  them  all  who  greets  me  with  a  smile 

or  with  a  nod, 
None  who  cares  what  fate  may  claim  me,  or  what 

ways  my  feet  have  trod, 
None  who,  knowing  of  my  struggles,  comes  to  bid 

me  strive  along, 
Not  a  face  that  I  remember,  not  a  friend  in  all 

the  throng  — 
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And  my  heart  keeps  turning  there 
Where  the  days  were  glad  and  fair, 
Where  they  missed  me  when  I  left  them,  where 
the  trees  are  full  of  song. 

Ah,  the  cities  may  be  boastful,  with  their  crowded 

thoroughfares, 
With  their  mighty  populations  and  their  miles  of 

crowded  squares, 
But  let  me  stroll  at  leisure  down  the  quiet,  shady 

street, 
Where   I   know  the  names  and  aims  of   all  the 

people  that  I  meet, 
Where  "  Big  Dan  "  or  "  Uncle  Billy  "  stops  to  gaze 

at  me  and  say : 
"Boy,  you  look  just  like  your  father  —  more'n' 

more  so  every  day  !  "  — 
Where  it 's  "Tom  "  or  "Joe"  or  "John," 
Where  the  days  glide  smoothly  on, 
And  they  don't  drive  over  people  who  fall  fainting 

in  the  way. 


80 


Ballads  of  the  Busy  Days 


THE   WORLD   AND   THE    SAGE 

A    MAN,  who  could  tell  you  the  names 

Of  the  old  Babylonian  kings, 
Who  had  made  out  some  wonderful  claims 

For  Saturn's  mysterious  rings, 
Who  had  read  Herbert  Spencer,  and  knew 
Racine  and  Corneille  through  and  through, 
Hailed  a  car  that  was  passing  one  day, 

And  heard  some  one  calling  somewhere 
"Come,  hurry  up  here,  you  old  jay, 
If  you  ever  expect  to  get  there." 

Now  this  man,  who  could  tell  you  the  names 

Of  the  old  Babylonian  kings, 
Had  tasted  the  sweets  that  are  Fame's, 

Had  sipped  of  the  joy  that  she  brings ; 
He  had  Harvard  and  Oxford  degrees, 
And  was  up  in  the  Greek  tragedies  — 

But  they  yanked  him  up  onto  the  car, 
And  some  one  hissed  into  his  ear : 
"  Get  in  where  the  old  ladies  are  ; 
Don't  block  up  the  passageway  here." 
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So  the  man,  who  could  tell  all  about 

The  old  Babylonian  kings, 
Who  had  won  renown  figuring  out 

Cuneiform  writings  and  things, 
Who  was  steeped  in  the  lore  of  the  Greeks, 
And  who  sought  what  the  sage  only  seeks, 
Was  hustled  and  jostled  and  cast 

Through  the  door  of  the  car,  and  his  feet 
Were  jerked  from  beneath  him  at  last, 
And  he  found  himself  down  in  a  seat. 

The  man,  who  could  tell  all  about 

The  old  Babylonian  kings, 
Who  had  quaffed  of  the  waters  that  spout 

Up  from  the  Pierian  springs, 
Who  had  medals  for  things  he  had  done, 
Was  crushed  in  a  corner  by  one 

Who  ran  a  saloon,  and  was  four 

Feet,  eight  and  a  half  inches  through  — 
Why  speak  of  the  scientist  more  ? 
Poor  soul,  he  was  blotted  from  view. 
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A   PUZZLED    BOY 

T  WONDER  why  it  is  that  girls  are  always  told 

that  they 
Should    do   just  like  their  mothers   do  in  every 

single  way  ? 

It  's  offul  easy  fer  a  girl  to  git  along,  becuz 
They  praise  her  up  fer  actin'  just  the  way  her 

mother  does. 

I  wonder  why  it  is  that  boys  can't  go  and  do  the 

way 
Their  pas  do,  and  still  not  git  licked  or  lectured 

every  day  ? 
Their  pas  they  nearly  always  smoke,  and  many  of 

them  chew,  » 

And  wunst  my  pa  he  got  so  mad  I  heard  him 

swearin',  too ! 

I  wisht  somebody  'd  tell  me  why  it 's  always  dread 
ful  wrong 

Fer  boys  to  do  things  that  their  pas  keep  doin' 
right  along ; 
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I  wisht  I  knew  why  girls  can  act  just  like  their 

mothers  do, 
And,  what  is  more,  git  loved  a  lot  and  praised  up 

f er  it,  too ! 
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FATE'S   PERVERSITIES 

TV/fAUDIE  went  to  Sunday  school 

At  the  little  mission  ; 

Wicked  Willie  spent  the  day 

Off  somewhere  "a-fishinV 

Maudie  caught  the  chicken-pox, 

Now  she  "s  eating  gruel ; 
Willie  did  n't  catch  a  thing  — 

Fate  is  often  cruel ! 
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AS    IT    HAPPENS 

rT1HE  fool  speaks  out  before  he  thinks, 

And  when  his  words  have  sped 
Beyond  recall,  on  fatal  wings, 
He  learns  that  he  has  uttered  things 
He  never  should  have  said. 

The  wise  man  thinks  before  he  speaks, 

And  when  it  is  too  late, 
Sits  down,  defeated  and  alone, 
To  think  what  might  have  been  and  moan, 

"  Alas  !  why  did  I  wait  ? " 
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LITTLE    TOMMY    AND    SISTER  GRACE 

'IPHEY  cut  pa's  trousers  down  for  me;  I  don't 
get  nothin'  new ; 

I  have  to  wear  his  old  coats  out,  his  old  suspen 
ders,  too ! 

His  hats  and  shoes  don't  fit  me,  but  I  s'pose  they 
will  some  day, 

And  then  they  '11  come  to  me  instead  of  bein' 
thrown  away ! 

My  sister  Grace  is  twenty-two 

And  she  can  sing  and  play, 
And  what  she  wears  is  always  new  — 

Not  stuff  that  's  thrown  away ! 
She  puts  on  style,  I  tell  you  what ! 

She  dresses  out  of  sight ; 
She  's  proud  and  haughty  and  she  's  got 

A  beau  most  every  night. 

I  never  get  new  things  to  wear ;  I  'm  just  a  boy, 
you  see, 
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And  any  old  thing  's  good  enough  to  doctor  up 

for  me ! 
Most  everything  that  I  've  got  on  one  day  belonged 

to  pa  — 
When  sister  's  through  with  her  fine  things  she 

hands  'em  up  to  ma ! 
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GOD   AND  THE    CHILDREN 

T    AST  night,  through  bitter  tears  he  cried, 

And,  hating  me,  he  fled  ; 
Then  turning,  full  of  wounded  pride 

And  childish  anger,  said 
He  'd  ne'er  again  come  back  to  me, 

I  'd  lost  his  love  for  aye, 
And,  meaning  all  he  threatened,  he, 

Poor  baby !  ran  away. 

This  morning  in  my  arms  he  lies, 

His  face  upon  my  breast, 
And,  looking  up,  with  honest  eyes, 

He  says  he  loves  me  best : 
The  punishment  I  gave  last  night 

Has  long  since  ceased  to  smart, 
The  hate  he  had  has  taken  flight, 

And  joy  is  in  his  heart. 

I  think  the  good,  kind  God  above 
Keeps  children  in  His  care 
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And  gives  them  of  His  deepest  love 

The  greater,  freer  share 
Because  their  tears  soon  dry  away 

Before  the  smiles  that  wait 
To  glow  again  —  because  that  they 

So  soon  forget  to  hate. 
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PEDIGREE 

TTIS  father  was  a  Jones  of  the  Joneses  of  Old 

Whoop, 
Hezekiah  Jones  was  captain  of  a  famous  fighting 

sloop ; 
Azariah  Jones  commanded  at  the  battle  of  Great 

Neck, 
In  the  dark  old  days  of  trouble  all  the  Joneses 

were  on  deck ; 

Down  through  noble  lines  he  came, 
Honor 's  written  o'er  his  name, 
Many  a  man  would  give  a  fortune  for  the  lineage 

he  can  claim. 

His  mother  was  a  Brown  of  the  Massachusetts 
Browns, 

Who  were  citizens  of  Plymouth  and  those  other 
good  old  towns 

When  the  savages  shot  arrows  through  the  Puri 
tans'  tall  hats 

And  they  soused  the  wicked  witches  out  of  sight 
in  boiling  vats ; 
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On  his  mother's  noble  side 
There  was  power,  honor,  pride — 
That  the  Browns  made  up  a  splendid  stock  has 
never  been  denied. 

His  father  was  a  sturdy  Jones,  his  mother  was  a 

Brown, 
His   pedigree  would   gladden   many  a  longing 

millionaire ; 
He  told  me  of  the  lines  through  which  his  blood 

had  trickled  down, 

Last  night,  as  I  sat  silent  while  he  deftly  cut 
my  hair. 
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SUPREMACY 

rf"1HE  king  will  have  to  quit  his  throne  some 

day, 
And  some  one  else  will  wear  the  crown,  and 

then 

The  newer  monarch's  rule  may  please ;  he  may 
Win  heaven's  approval  and  the  love  of  men. 

The  man  who  gathers  mighty  millions,  too, 
Must  soon  or  late  pass  outward,  leaving  all, 

And  after  him  will  come  some  other  who 
Will  fill  his  place  or  find  it  e'en  too  small. 

A  greater  man  than  is  the  sceptred  king 
And  greater  than  the  richest  I  shall  be 

If  I  can  learn  to  do  some  honest  thing 
So  well  no  man  may  come  replacing  me. 
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THE   FOOLISH    BIG   WORDS 

*T*HE  foolish  think  big  words  are  splendid, 

And  that  within  them  wisdom  lies, 
But  big  words  never  were  intended 

To  form  the  language  of  the  wise ; 
Through  smallest  words  that  he  may  find 
The  sage  reveals  his  depth  of  mind. 

The  speeches  of  the  fool  are  freighted 
With  words  he  chooses  for  their  length ; 

When  sense  is  with  a  big  word  mated 
It  dwindles,  robbed  of  half  its  strength  ; 

The  world  needs  no  big  words  at  all, 

Since  Love  and  Hope  and  Do  are  small. 
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FATE'S   A   WOMAN   WITH   A  WOMAN'S 
WAYS 

T^ATE'S  a  woman  with  a  woman's  traits, 

With   all  of   woman's  whims   and  woman's 
wiles; 

The  things  that  women  hate  she  also  hates, 
She  smiles  at  all  that  wins  a  woman's  smiles. 

Oh,  would  you,  when  a  woman  turns  away 
And  smiles  upon  another,  win  her  back 

By  whining  at  her  feet  from  day  to  day, 

Or  moaning  in  her  ears  "  Alas  !  "  "  Alack  !  " 

Fair  woman  loves  the  man  whose  head  is  high, 
Whose   front    is   brave,    whose   step   is   like   a 
king's ; 

Heart-sick  she  turns  from  him  who  fears  to  try, 
Or  ever  comes  with  hopeless  murmurings. 

For  him  who,  when  she  treats  him  badly,  still 
Pursues  his  way  as  if  the  world  were  fair 
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She  has  a  smile  in  store  and  waits  to  fill 
A  joyful  cup  she  keeps  for  him  to  share. 

Fate 's  a  woman  with  a  woman's  ways  — 

With  all  of  woman's  weaknesses  and  wiles  — 
Her  favors  are  for  him  who  sings  her  praise, 

To  him  she  turns  with  fondest,  sweetest  smiles. 
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THE  REBIRTH  OF  ABNER  HALL 

rTt  HERE  have  been  times  when  I  did  n't  seem 

to  think  this  country  here 
Amounted  to  an  awful  sight,  with  all  its  cranks 

and  queer 
Assortments  of  these  demagogues  and  anarchists 

and  sich 
That  want  a  feller  hounded  if  he  happens  to  be 

rich; 

I  'd  often  felt,  by  golly,  that  if  I  could  git  about 
A  hundred  thousand  dollars  I  'd  pack  up  and  clear 

out  — 
Take  my  money  and  go  somewheres  where  they 

never  mobbed  nor  struck 
And  a  person  could  rest  easy  who  had  struck  a 

little  luck. 

I  've  often  thought  how  pleasant  it  would  be  to 

settle  where 

Politicians  did  n't  always  talk  of  revolutions  there, 
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Where  a  feller  could  be  certain  when  he  went  to 

bed  at  night 
That  the  government,  next  mornin',  would  be  run- 

nin'  on  all  right, 
With   no  threatenin's   nor   panics   when   election 

times  come  round, 
And  no  tellin'  when  a  court-house  might  be  leveled 

to  the  ground. 
Where  they  would  n't  keep  a  person  always  scared 

about  the  way 
Our  liberties  was  threatened  and  the  dickens  was 

to  pay. 

I  'd  got  to  kind  of  thinkin'  we  were  comin'  to  the 
end 

With  the  rich  men  all  combinin'  and  the  poor  with 
out  a  friend ; 

With  the   growlin'  and  the  grumblin'  folks  was 
doin'  all  about 

It  seemed  as  though  our  freedom  must  be  nearly 
petered  out  — 

With  the  boodlin'  and  the  lynchin'  and  the  bribin' 
and  the  strikes 

It  looked  to  me  as  though  the  world  had  never  saw 
the  likes ; 
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And  on  top  of  all  these  troubles  was  them  islands 

that  we'd  got  — 
The  case,  in  my  opinion,  was  n't  bright,  I  tell  you 

what ! 

One  day,  as  luck  would  have  it,  on  the  place  ad- 

joinin'  mine, 
Where  they  'd  drilled  for  oil,  they  struck  it  —  got 

a  gusher  that  was  fine, 
And  durin'  the  excitement  I  sold  out  —  I  need  n't 

tell 
Just    what   the  comp'ny  paid  me,  but   the  price 

done  very  well  — 
So  then  thinks  I,  "  By  cracky,  I  '11  just  look  around 

a  bit 
Till  I  find  some  peaceful  country,  and  I  '11  settle 

down  in  it !  " 
And  I  says  to  ma,  "  Get  ready,"  and  I  stored  away 

my  pile, 
And  we  started  off  for  Europe  in  the  finest  kind 

of  style. 

We  went  all  through  them  countries  that  you  read 

of  over  there  — 
England,   Germany  and  Switzerland  and  France 

and  everywhere  — 
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And  I  seen  a  lot  about  'em  that  I  kind  of  liked, 
but  yet 

They  appeared  to  have  their  troubles;  and  the 
people  that  we  met, 

While  there  's  nothin'  I  've  agin'  'em,  did  n't  some 
how  seem  to  be 

The  kind  I  'd  like  to  live  with,  and  ma  thought  the 
same  as  me ; 

So  we  spent  a  year  in  lookin'  —  't  was  a  sort  of 
lonesome  year  — 

With  just  gibberish  the  only  kind  of  talk  there 
was  to  hear. 

One  day  when  we  was  standin',  lookin'  out  across 

the  sea, 
A  ship  went  past,  and  on  it,  wavin'  high  and  proud 

and  free, 
Was  the  old  star-spangled  banner  —  just  a-flittin' 

in  the  air  — 
And  I  turned  to  ma  and  ketched  her  in  my  arms 

and  kissed  her  there, 
And  I  waved  my, hat  and  hollered,  and  I  didn't 

care  a  cuss 
What  the  foreigners  that  gathered  and  stood  gapin' 

thought  of  us  — 
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We  both  blubbered  like  two  babies,  and  I  says  to 

ma,  says  I : 
"There  's  just  one  land  to  live  in  and  there 's  just 

one  place  to  die." 

Yes,  there 's  been  times  when  I  did  n't  sort  of 
seem  to  think,  somehow, 

The  concern  was  runnin'  proper,  but  I  'm  less  dis 
couraged  now ; 

Takin'  everything  together  I  don't  know  but  what 
affairs 

Are  a-goin'  just  as  steady  here  at  home  as  any 
wheres  ; 

The  government 's  still  standin',  and  now,  come  to 
think,  you  know, 

They  told  us  it  was  topplin'  over  forty  years  ago ; 

Of  course  there  is  abuses  and  there 's  foes  we  '11 
have  to  fight, 

But  hurrah  for  Hail  Columby,  she 's  a-comin' 
through  all  right ! 
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HAPPY   JOHNNY 

wuz  a  man  in  Sundy  school  last  Sundy, 
said  'at  he 
Wished  we  would  all  be  good  and  grow  like  Moses 

used  to  be, 
But  I  don't  care  so  much  fer  that,  as  others  mebby 

does  — 

I  'd  like  to  be  like  Johnny  Burns,  'cause  he  wears 
gallus-uz. 

My  maw  she  never  wants  to  let  me  play  with 

Johnny,  fer 
She  says  his  folks  is  ignerunt  and  ain't  the  style 

fer  her, 
And  every  time  she  scolds  me  when   I  do  what 

Johnny  does  — 
I  wisht  he  wore  my  waist  and  I  could  have  his 

gallus-uz. 

My  paw  's  almost  the  richest  man  they  are  in  this 
here  town, 
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'Cause  we  live  in  a  big  white  house  and  Johnny  he 

lives  down 
Beside  the  railroad  track  —  I  wisht  'at  I  lived  where 

he  does, 
'Cause  nearly  all  the  boys  down  there  are  wearin' 

gallus-uz. 

I  wisht  my  paw  'd  git  poor  some  day,  and  then 

we  'd  haft  to  go 
And  live  down  by  the  track  and  not  be  all  stuck 

up,  you  know  — 
Then  mebby  maw  'd  let  me  be  dressed  the  way  'at 

Johnny  wuz, 
And  he  'd  be  friendly  with  me,  'cause  I  'd  have  on 

gallus-uz. 
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THE   RED    AND   WHITE 

TF  over  the  door  of  every  house 
An  angel  placed,  some  night, 
A  sign  to  show  who  lived  within, 
And  gave  red  signs  to  those  who  sin, 

And  made  all  others  white,' 
I  fancy  that  when  we  woke  and  knew 

That  all  the  truth  was  known, 
Each  man  would  gaze  at  his  neighbor's  door 
And  wonder  and  doubt  awhile  before 

He  dared  to  look  at  his  own. 
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THE   LIMITATIONS   OF  LORE 

A    MAN  who  was  steeped  in  the  lore 

That  the  books  of  dead  sages  contain, 
Who  could  tell  all  that  happened  before 

Old  Noah  was  caught  in  the  rain, 
Regarded  himself  with  delight ; 

He  would  stroke  his  high  brow  and  be  glad, 
And  often  he  woke  up  at  night 
To  think  of  the  wisdom  he  had. 

This  man  who  was  steeped  in  the  lore 

That  has  come  from  the  darkening  past, 
Who  stooped  as  he  walked  and  who  wore 

A  face  that  by  thought  was  o'ercast, 
Rather  pitied  the  toiler  whose  hair 

Grew  low  on  his  forehead,  whose  cheek 
Was  browned  by  the  sun  and  who  ne'er 

Ha.d  delved  in  the  beauties  of  Greek. 

Now  this  man  who  had  wisdom  galore 
Oft  smiled  at  the  faith  they  displayed 
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Who  clung  to  the  tenets  of  yore, 
And  unto  the  Savior  still  prayed  : 

"  How  foolish  they  are,"  he  would  sigh, 
"  How  childish  they  are  to  suppose 

That  anyone  there  upon  high 

Can  bother  with  them  or  their  woes." 

The  man  who  was  laden  with  lore 

Fell  into  the  water  one  day  ; 
A  toiler  swam  out  from  the  shore 

And  rescued  him,  hearing  him  say : 
"  Oh,  save  me  !    You  're  strong  and  I  'm  weak 

Ah,  the  good  God  has  heard  me,  I  know  "  - 
The  swimmer  had  never  learned  Greek 

And  his  forehead  was  slanting  and  low. 
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AFTER   THE    FROWNS 

OAY,  when  you  was  a  little  boy  and  looked  up  at 

your  dad 
And  seen  him  scowlin'  at    you  hard   and  actin' 

fearful  mad, 
And  when  you  was  all  trimbly  like,  a-wonderin' 

what  you  'd  done 
And  wishin'  that  you  was  n't  there,  and  yit  afraid 

to  run, 
And  suddenly  he  up  and  laughed  as  loud  as  he 

could  roar 
And  said  that  he  was  just  in  fun  and  loved  you 

more  and  more, 
Oh,  was  n't  them  the  gladdest  times  of  all  you  'd 

ever  knew, 
And  wasn't  them  the  kindest  smiles  he  ever  had 

fer  you  ? 

Say,  when  you  got  to  courtin'   Her,  so  fair  and 
sweet  and  good, 
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I    wonder    if   she   ever   looked   as    angry  as    she 

could, 
And  when  you  went  to  take  her  hand  she  'd  draw 

it  right  away, 
And,  lookin'  uppish,  turn  her  back  with  not  a  word 

to  say, 
And  when  at  last  you'd  just  about  made  up  your 

mind  to  run 
She  'd  suddenly  commence  to  laugh  and  say  she  'd 

been  in  fun. 
Oh,  if  you  've  ever  been  through  that,  how  glad 

she  made  you  when 
She  let  you  grab  her  in  your  arms  and  hold  her 

there  agen. 

Say,  don't  you  sometimes  git  the  blues  when  these 

here  clouds  that 's  dark 
Hang  all  around  and  nothin'  that  you  do  quite  hits 

the  mark  ? 
When  Fate's  a-frownin'  just  as  hard  as  ever  she 

can  frown 
And  every  tarnal  thing  appears  to  want  to  keep 

you  down, 
It 's  mighty  wearin',  ain't  it,  now  ?      But  why  keep 

feelin'  blue  ? 
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Remember  how  your  dear  old  pap  and  She  had  fun 

with  you. 
Go  in  and  slash  ahead,  the  clouds  will  soon  let 

through  the  sun  — 
I  don't  believe  God  ever  frowns  on  folks,  except 

in  fun. 
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TV/TY  little  one  has  gone  to  school ;  he  went  with 

shouts  of  glee, 
And  as  he  started  out  the  door  a  baby  went  from 

me  — 
A  baby  who  was  innocent,  a  child  whose  heart  had 

ne'er 
Contained  the    ache  that   knowledge   brings  nor 

borne  the  bruise  of  care  : 
My  baby 's  left  his  rattle, 
To  begin  the  long,  hard  battle, 
With  a  heart  all  free  from  trouble,  thinking  all  the 
world  is  fair. 

I  stood  and  watched  him  as  he  went,  I  heard  his 

shouts  of  joy ; 
He  was  a   baby  ere   he   left,  but  he'll  return  a 

boy; 
I  've  gathered  up  his  picture-blocks  and  piled  them 

all  away 
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And  dropped  a  tear  or  two  upon  his  baby  toys 

to-day ; 

His  knowledge  and  his  sinning 
And  his  troubles  are  beginning  — 
He  '11  come  to  me  with  questions  and,  alas !  what 
shall  I  say  ? 

Brave  little  one  of  mine,  you  've  gone  to  start  upon 

the  long, 
Long  road  that  leads  to   Honor  or  goes  winding 

down  to  Wrong ; 
You  left  behind  the  happiest  days  that  you  shall 

ever  know, 
When  at  the  door  you  kissed  me  and  went  shouting 

gladly  —  oh, 

All  eager  and  light-hearted 
You  have  clapped  your  hands  and  started 
On  the  way  that 's  steep  and  stony  —  and  God  bless 

you  as  you  go  I 
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THE   ARISTOCRAT 

T  DO  not  know  how  wealthy  he  may  be ; 

He  does  not  ride  along  in  gorgeous  style, 

But,  dressed  with  modest  taste,  he  passes  me, 

And  always  with  a  friendly  bow  and  smile. 

I  do  not  know  how  distant  he  may  trace 

The  line  from  which  he  sprang,  nor  do  I  care, 

For  self-respect  is  written  on  his  face 

And  sodden  greed  is  never  mirrored  there. 

His  air  is  never  coldly  grave  nor  proud, 
As  one  who  moves  along  in  constant  dread 

Of  being  lost  within  the  common  crowd ; 
The  humble  see  him  kindly  nod  his  head. 

His  hair  is  white,  but  still  erect  he  stands  ; 

His  high  brow  tells  a  tale  of  buried  woe, 
And  I  can  see  upon  his  big,  strong  hands 

The  record  of  hard  work  done  long  ago. 
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I  do  not  know  how  wealthy  he  may  be, 

Nor  of  the  line  from  which  God  let  him  spring 

I  know  but  this,  that  in  his  face  I  see 
Such  dignity  as  would  exalt  a  king. 
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JUD'S    BIG   ADVANTAGE 

/^\LD  Dan'l  Wilkinson  was  rich,  he  'd  traveled 
everywhere ; 

He  'd  been  to  Egypt  and  he  'd  seen  the  ruins  that 
are  there ; 

He  'd  been  to  Europe  and  around  to  China  and 
Japan  — 

Old  Dan'l  Wilkinson  was  what  they  call  a  trav 
eled  man. 

Now  Old  Jud  Parker  he  was  poor,  like  lots  of 
others  are ; 

He  had  to  work  away  and  save  —  he  'd  never  trav 
eled  far, 

And  one  day  him  and  Dan'l  they  were  talkin'  at 
the  store, 

And  Jud  was  goin'  on  because  he  had  n't  gadded 
more. 

" I  'd  like  to  see  the  world,"  says  he ;  "I  'd  like  to 
have  a  chance 
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To    go    to    England,    Germany,    and    Italy,    and 

France  — 
But   no !    I  've   never   got   acrosst   no   line   that 

separates 
The  rest  of  this  big  planet  from  these  here  United 

States ! " 

Then  Wilkinson  he  set  awhile  a-pullin'  his  goatee, 
And  pretty  soon  he  says  to  Jud,  quite  solemn-like, 

says  he : 
"  You  've  never  got  outside  this  land  ?     That  's 

sad,  I  will  admit  — 
But  think  of  them  poor  devils,  Jud,  that  ain't  been 

in  it  yit ! " 
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HIS    HANDICAP 

TLT  E  wooed  her  when  they  both  were  poor,  't  was 
then  he  won  her,  too ; 

She  cheered  him  when  the  days  were  drear  and 
toiled  to  help  him  through  ; 

She  taught  him  things  from  books  that  he  had 
failed  to  learn  in  youth, 

She  got  him  to  avoid  the  use  of  words  that  were 
uncouth ; 

She  took  her  jewel  in  the  rough,  she  polished  day 
by  day, 

And  with  a  woman's  patience  ground  the  worth 
less  parts  away. 

She  turned  him  from  a  stupid  clown  to  one  whose 

mien  was  proud, 
She  planted  in  his  heart  the  wish  to  rise  above  the 

crowd ; 
She  planned  the  things  he  undertook,  she  urged 

him  on  to  try, 
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She  gave  him  confidence  to  look  for  splendid  things 

and  high  ; 
She  bore  the  children  that  he  loved,  and  toiled  for 

them  and  him, 
And  often  knelt  beside  her  bed  with  aching  eyes 

and  dim. 

She  cheered  him  when  the  days  were  dark,  and 

when  the  skies  were  bright 
She  saw  him  rise  above  the  crowd  and  reach  a  noble 

height ; 
Her  brow  is  marred  by  many  a  line ;  she  's  bent 

and  wan  and  old. 
He  has  a  bearing  that   is  fine,  a  form  of  noble 

mould  ; 
And  people  say  :  "  Poor  man,  alas  !     He  's  grown 

beyond  his  wife  ; 
How  sad  that  such  a  drag  should  be  attached  to 

him  for  life  !  " 


117 


Ballads  of  the  Busy   Days 


POVERTY   IS    NOT   ALL 

TT  ain't  no  crime  to  be  poor;  that  's  something 

I  '11  not  deny  ; 
The  one  that  's  beggin'  may  git  a  front  seat  up  in 

the  sky, 
But  I  '11  bet  you  he  '11  have  to  explain,  before  they 

give  him  his  wings, 
Why  it  was  that  he  traveled  around  in  other  men's 

worn-out  things. 

I  ain't  a-praisin'  the  rich  that  are  grabbin'  fer  more 

and  more, 
And  mebby  they  '11  have  to  grub  over  there  on  the 

other  shore, 
But  1  '11  bet  you  the  lazy  chap  that  's  ragged  and 

does  n't  care, 
Will  have  some  explainin'  to  do  when  they  wake 

him  up  over  there. 

No,  money  ain't  all  there  is  fer  people  to  try  to 

git; 
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I  '11  bet  you  it 's  never  bought  a  harp  over  yonder 

yit; 
But  I  guess  it  '11  hardly  do  fer  a  chap  to  be  too 

blame  sure 
That  glory  's  awaitin'  him  just  because  he  keeps 

bein'  poor. 
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MORNING 

T)INK  petals  drifted  o'er  the  lawn, 

Sweet  scents  of  blossoms  filled  the  air 
The  curtains  from  the  deeps  were  drawn, 
The  day  was  waking,  glad  and  fair. 

The  lambs,  from  night's  dark  terrors  free, 
Went  skipping  on  the  dewy  slope ; 

Among  the  blossoms  on  the  tree 
A  robin  sang  of  love  and  hope. 

A  golden  sunbeam  found  its  way 
Across  the  happy  world,  to  rest 

Upon  a  dead  child's  curls,  that  lay 
Against  a  sobbing  mother's  breast. 
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THE   WOMAN    ON    CRUTCHES 

HpHE  people  rush  madly  in  Washington  Street 

Past  a  woman  who  goes  upon  crutches, 
And  she  hears  the  swift  tramping  of  hundreds  of 

feet, 

The  pleasant-faced  woman  on  crutches ! 
And  men  who  have  triumphed  and  men  who  are 

sad, 

And  lads  who  are  eager  and  maids  who  are  glad, 
Some  going  to  honor  and  some  to  the  bad, 
Meet  the  brave  little  woman  on  crutches. 

In  days  that  are  dismal,  in  days  that  are  fair, 
I  meet  the  brave  woman  on  crutches, 

And  a  smile  of  contentment  forever  is  there, 
In  the  face  of  the  woman  on  crutches, 

And  oft  when  the  fates  have  been  cruel  to  me, 

When  Doubt  with  her  brood  is  where   Courage 
should  be, 
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And  my  pathway  seems  hard,  I  am  shamed  when 

I  see 
Her  smiling  away  on  her  crutches. 

A  thousand  press  past  her  and  hurry  away, 

Nor  notice  her  there  on  her  crutches 
Bound  for  some  place  where  she  toils  through  the 

day, 

With  always  a  smile,  on  her  crutches ! 
And  many  a  man  who  has  dreaded  defeat 
And  looked  in  her  face  and  gone  bravely  to  meet 
What  the  future  might  yield  of  the  bitter  and 

sweet 
Owes  a  debt  to  the  woman  on  crutches ! 
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WORLDLY   GLORY 

OOME  people  long  to  be  supreme 

In  letters  and  in  art, 
While  golden  heaps  that  glint  and  gleam 
Are  dear  to  many  a  heart. 

Wealth,  talent,  wisdom,  and  renown 

I  'd  scorn,  to  be  once  more 
The  new  boy  in  a  little  town, 

To  strut  and  swell  and  soar. 
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THE   WIDOW'S    COLT 

'"pHE  talk  had  long  been  goin'  round  concernin' 

Henry  White, 
And  how  dad  blazin'  crazy  he  was  gone  on  Widow 

Knight  - 
And  let  me  say  right  here  that  she  was  just  as 

sweet  a  bit 
Of  female  sex  as  it  has  been  my  lot  to  look  at 

yit. 
Why,  lawzy  Moses,  when  she  smiled  it  seemed  as 

though  you  just 
Was  filled  so  full  of  gladness  that  you  nearly  had 

to  bust ; 
There  wa'  n't  a  girl  around  could  hold  a  candle  to 

her  —  and 
She  owned    two  hundred  acres    of    the    choicest 

farmin'  land. 

Well,  Henry  he  went  shyin'  round  the  widow  for 
a  while, 
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But  she,  somehow  or  other,  did  n't  seem  to  like 

his  style ; 
Some  said  he  merely  wanted  to  be  master  of  her 

place, 
And  she,  I  reckon,  rather  thought  that  that  would 

be  the  case ; 
At  any  rate,  she  would  n't  give  him  any  sort  of 

show, 

And  folks,  at  last,  decided  it  'ud  never  be  a  go. 
Her  farm  kept  gettin'  better  and  her  stock  got 

better,  too, 
And  her  bank  account  kept  growin'  —  she  was 

bizness  through  and  through. 

One  fall   the  little  widow   had  a   trotter   at   the 

fair, 
And  Henry,  as  it  happened,  was  among  the  judges 

there, 
And  now  I  '11  tell  the  story  as  he  told  the  same  to 

me  : 
"You  see  her  colt  was  entered  in  the  '30  class," 

says  he, 
"And  I  could  see  her  sittin'  in  the  stand  across 

the  track 

A-lookin'  like  an  angel  with  lips  just  fit  to  smack, 
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And  I  trembled  as  I  watched  her,  and  I  prayed 

the  Lord  that  day 
That  when  the  race  was  over  she  might  take  the 

purse  away. 

"  The  horses  got  to  scorin'  and  she  smiled  across 

at  me, 
And  the  dust  or  something  made  it  so  I  could  n't 

hardly  see ; 
I  heard  the  starter  holler,  and  away  the  horses 

sped, 
With  the  widow's  colt  a-goin'  like  a  streak,  a  nose 

ahead ; 
And  I  stood  there  and  I  bellered  like  a  fool  and 

swung  my  hat, 
And  I  don't  expect  to  ever  see  another  race  like 

that, 
With  the  widow's  colt  a-leadin'  till  they  struck  the 

stretch  —  and  there 
The  ground  just  seemed  to  sort  of  slide  from  under 

Bronson's  mare. 

"  Some  claimed  the  colt  had  won  it  —  they  come 

home  so  close,  you  see  — 
And  they  argued  and  they  wrangled,   and  they 

turned,  at  last,  to  me ; 
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I  seen  the  widow  lookin'  with  a  pale  and  anxious 

face, 
And  something  down  within  me  said  to  give  her 

horse  the  race  — 
Still,  I  knew  the  mare  had  finished  just  an  eyebrow 

to  the  good ; 
I  had  never  done  no  cheatin',  and  I  swore  I  never 

would  — 
I   seen  the  widow  watchin'  as  I  gave  the  little 

mare 
The  credit  and  the  money  she  had  taken  fair  and 

square. 

"  That  night  I  went  to  tell  'er  all  about  it  and  to 

say 
How  sad  I  was  I  could  n't  have  decided  t'  other 

way, 
And  she  took  me  in  the  parlor  and  she  says  to  me, 

says  she : 
'  I  knew  my  colt  was  beaten ;  it  was  plain  enough 

to  see, 
And  if  you  'd  said  I  won  it,  when  I  saw  you  at  the 

door 
I  'd  have  ordered  you  to  never  dare  to  come  here 

any  more  ! ' 
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And  then  —  well,  then  we  sort  of  thought  of  other 

things,  and  —  say 
What  's  the  use  of  me  revealin"  fam'ly  matters 

anyway  ?  " 

I  dunno  just  what  happened,  't  ain't  for  me  to  know, 

you  know ; 
Some  things  turn  out  confoundedly  surprisin'  here 

below ; 
The  folks  had  s'posed  the  widow  'd  given  Henry 

up  for  good, 
But  women  's  so   contrary  that  they  're  seldom 

understood  — 
They  seem  to  be  as  happy  as  they  were  the  very 

day 
She  ceased  to  be  a  widow,  and  that  there  's  a  lot 

to  say, 
And  the  colt  that  lost,  he  's  lazy  and  not  good  for 

much  and  old  — 

But  she  says  she  would  n't  trade  'im  for  a  moun 
tain  full  of  gold. 
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MR.    JUDD    GRANGER'S    QUANDARY 

T  DUNNO  why,  but  my  new  wife  gets  upset  now 

and  then 
With  foolish  notions  as  to  gifts  possessed  by  other 

men ; 
At  first  it  was  the  doctor;   she  just  thought  he 

beat  'em  all ; 
She  praised  him  'cause  his  brow  was  broad  and 

'cause  his  feet  were  small, 
And  then  she  took  the  preacher  up,  and,  fur  as  I 

could  see, 
Wa'  n't  neither  of  the  two  that  looked  a  single  bit 

like  me. 

Next  time  she  got  kerflummixed  was  when  that 

there  little  Brown, 
The  soft-voiced  music  teacher,  come  a-drivin'  down 

from  town, 
On  Wednesdays  and  on  Fridays,  fer  to  teach  the 

girls  to  play  — 
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To  hammer  the  piano  and  to  screech  like  sin  all 

day  — 
She  said  he  was  just  splendid  and  as  sweet  as  he 

could  be  — 
But  there  wa'  n't  a  look  about  him  that  reminded 

folks  of  me. 

I  'm  fifty-one,  she  's  thirty,  and  all-fired  purty,  too ; 
I  s'pose  the  foolish  things  she  does  most  all  the 

women  do ; 
There  's  always  some  new  feller  that  she  thinks  is 

great  and  grand  — 
The  "  bully  boy  "  at  present  is  the  chap  'at  leads 

the  band  — 
And  there  's  one  thing  sort  of  stumps  me,  I  can't, 

somehow,  sort  o'  see 
Why  all  these  chaps  that  charm  'er  never  look  a 

bit  like  me. 
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IF   PAW    COULD    HAVE    HIS    WAY 

TF  paw  could  have  his  way,  I  bet  that  purty  sud 
den  there 
Would  be  some    changes    that   would    make   the 

people  stop  and  stare  ; 
There  would  n't  be  no  heroes  then,  exceptin'  only 

paw, 
And  this  would  be  the  greatest  world  a-buddy  ever 

saw ; 
They  would  n't  be  no  bills  fer  gas,  nor  tax  fer  folks 

to  pay. 
And  cars  would  just  be  run  fer  fun,  if  paw  could 

have  his  way. 

If  paw  could  have  his  way  they  'd  raise  his  wages 

at  the  store, 
We  'd  never  have  no  bother  with  the  hired  girls  no 

more, 
And  every  time  my  shoes  wore  out  they  'd  be 

another  pair. 
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Begin  to  sprout  right  off  to  keep  my  feet  from 

gittin'  bare, 
And  maw,  she  'd  set  around  and  smile,  without 

a  word  to  say, 
But  only  listen  all  the  while,  if  paw  could  have  his 

way. 

If  paw  could  only  have  his  way,  the  winters  would 

be  hot, 
And  in  the  summer-time  the  snow  would  fly,  I  tell 

you  what ! 
The  dry  spells  always  would  be  wet,  the  wet  spells 

would  be  dry, 
And  when  the  sun  was  shinin'  clouds  would  spread 

acrost  the  sky ; 
Then  March  would    be    October   and    December 

would  be  May. 
And  they  'd  be  more   Sunday  mornings,   too,  if 

paw  could  have  his  way. 

If  paw  could  have  his  way,  the  crowds  would  cheer 

fer  him,  I  bet, 
And  all  the  fashionable  folks  would  want  him  in 

their  set ; 
The  people  that  we  know  would  all  have  less  than 

we  had  then, 
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And  would  n't  leave  us  out  when  they  got  parties 


up  agen 


We  'd  have  the  best  house  on  the  street  and  all 

the  folks  would  say 
That  they  'd  be  glad  if  they  was  us  —  if  paw 

could  have  his  way. 
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THE   STRENUOUS    ROMANCE 

*TpHEY  met  when  the  showers  of  April 
Were  gushing  in  thousands  of  rills, 
And  they  strayed  where  the  first  dandelions 

Were  gleaming  upon  the  green  hills  ; 
They  gathered  the  purple  peach  blossoms, 

And  were  buoyant  beneath  the  May  sky. 
He  wooed  her  among  the  June  roses, 

And  heard  the  sweet  word  in  July. 

They  planned  and  made  ready  in  August ; 

Ah,  swiftly  the  dreamy  days  passed  ; 
The  wedding  took  place  in  September ; 

Their  love  was  rewarded  at  last. 
He  brought  her  back  home  in  October, 

At  the  end  of  the  honeymoon's  course ; 
She  applied  to  the  courts  in  November, 

And  at  Christmas  received  her  divorce. 
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THE    BOY   FROM    TOWN 

T    AST  night  a  boy  came  here  from  town 

To  stay  a  week  or  so, 
Because  his  maw  is  all  run  down 

And  needs  a  rest,  you  know. 
His  name  is  Cecil,  and  he  's  eight, 

And  he  can't  skin  the  cat  — 
His  maw  she  calls  him  "  Pet "  ;  I  'd  hate 

To  have  a  name  like  that. 

He  wears  a  collar  and  a  tie 

And  can't  hang  by  his  toes  ; 
I  guess  that  I  would  nearly  die 

If  I  had  on  his  clothes ; 
He  can't  ride  bareback,  and  to-day, 

When  we  slid  on  the  straw, 
He  ast  if  roosters  help  to  lay 

The  eggs  I  pick  fer  maw. 

When  our  old  gander  hissed  he  run 
As  though  he  thought  he  'd  bite ; 
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And  he  ain't  ever  shot  a  gun 

Or  had  a  home-made  kite ; 
He  never  milked  a  cow  and  he 

Can't  even  dive  or  swim  — 
I  'd  hate  to  think  that  he  was  me, 

I  'm  glad  that  I  ain't  him. 

He  thinks  it 's  lots  of  fun  to  pump 

And  see  the  water  spurt, 
But  won't  climb  in  the  barn,  and  jump, 

Fer  fear  of  getting  hurt. 
His  clothes  are  offle  nice  and  fine, 

His  hair  's  all  over  curls. 
His  hands  ain't  half  as  big  as  mine, 

He  ought  to  play  with  girls. 

A  little  while  ago  when  we 

Were  foolin'  in  the  shed 
He  suddenly  got  mad  at  me, 

Because  I  bumped  his  head. 
There  's  lots  of  things  that  he  can't  do, 

He  thinks  that  sheep  '11  bite, 
And  he  's  afraid  of  ganders  too ; 

But  he  can  fight  all  right. 
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WHY? 

,  harboring  ambition,  goes 
To  tasks  the  lazy  man  would  shun, 
And  if  he  governs  men  or  hoes, 
The  days  are  all  too  short ;  he  knows 
No  peace  until  his  work  is  done, 
Until  the  goal  he  seeks  is  won. 

Another,  caring  not  to  gain 

The  glories  waiting  on  the  height, 

Sits  moaning  o'er  each  little  pain  ; 

He  rests  through  every  little  rain, 

And,  starting  when  the  morning  's  bright, 
Begins  to  wish  that  it  were  night. 

One  sadly  sees  the  setting  sun 

And  views  his  day's  work  with  a  sigh ; 
Another  drops  his  tools  to  run, 
Nor  cares  how  little  he  has  done. 
And  people  still  go  asking  why 
Some  men  are  down  and  some  are  high. 
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IN    HER   WEDDING   GOWN 

TLJERE'S  a  picture  of  my  mother  in  her  wed 
ding  gown.     Ah  me, 
I  wonder  if  there  ever  was  a  fairer  bride  than 

she? 
Not  a  wrinkle  on  her  forehead,  not  a  line  denoting 

care 
Can  be  traced  upon  her  features ;   what  a  wealth 

of  wavy  hair 
Fell  away  from  her  fair  temples !   And  the  smile 

she  wore  that  day 
Was  the  smile  of  one  whose  sorrows  still  were 

lurking  far  away. 

I  can  fancy  that  my  father,  as  he  gazed  upon  her 

then, 
Must  have  held  his  head  up  proudly,  favored  o'er 

all  other  men ; 
And,   beholding   the    sweet   beauty   of    the   face 

depicted  here, 
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I  imagine  I  can  see  him,  young  and  ardent,  stand 
ing  near  — 

I  have  loved  —  and  I  can  see  him  as  he  caught  her 
to  his  breast, 

When  the  strength  of  youth  was  in  him  and  his 
lips  on  hers  were  pressed. 

The  picture  of  my  mother,  taken  on  her  wedding 

day, 
Shows  the  face  of  one  whose  sorrows  were  all 

lurking  far  away, 
And  a  fairer  bride  than  she  was  never  charmed  a 

man,  I  trow  — 
Yet  there  's  one  whose  smile  is  sweeter  than  her 

smile  was  long  ago  — 
One  whose  brow  has  many  furrows  proudly  looks 

sometimes  on  me, 
And  I  see  the  fondest,  gladdest  smile  a  man  may 

hope  to  see. 
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THE  PATHWAYS 

A    STAR  went  shooting  down  the  west 

And  left  a  streak  of  light 
That  glowed  a  moment,  showing  where 
The  meteor  had  traveled  ere 
For  aye  it  passed  from  sight. 

Across  God's  wide  eternity 

The  little  paths  that  mark 
Where  men  have  passed  are  like  the  light 
That  briefly  shows  the  meteor's  flight 

Down,  slanting,  through  the  dark. 
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WHEN   THE    CROPS   ARE   IN 

HPHERE  'S  a  kind  of  happy  feelin'  creeps  down 

in  a  feller  when 
He  's  got  his  punkins  gathered  and  the  haymow  's 

full  agen  ; 
There  's  hope  in  all  the  breezes  that  come  blowin' 

from  the  hill, 
And  you  git  to  kind  of  thinkin'  God  is  up  there 

somewhere  still ; 
What  a  purty  sight  the  wheat  is  as  it  's  piled  up 

in  the  bin  ! 

Oh,  it 's  good  to  be  a  farmer  when  the  crops 
Are 
In. 

It  's  lively  in  the  city  and  it  's  very  quiet  here ; 
There  the  hurry  and  the  racket  keeps  a-goin'  all 

the  year ; 
There  most  every  day  's  excitin'  and  they  keep  it 

up  at  night, 
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Every  way  a  person  gazes  there  is  some  oncom- 

mon  sight 
And  I  s'pose  it  's  never  lonesome  livin'  round  the 

haunts  of  sin  — 

But  the  city  people  never  have  their  crops 
All 
In. 

There  's  many  a  day  of  toilin'  and  there  's  many 

an  ache  and  pain, 
And  there  's  lots  and  lots  of  frettin'  at  the  dryness 

or  the  rain, 
There  's  the  weeds  and  worms  and  insects  that 

the  farmer  has  to  fight, 
But  the  good  Lord  does  n't  often  fail  to  pull  'im 

through  all  right. 
And  the  sweetest  satisfaction  that  a  mortal  man 

can  win 

Sort  of  hovers  round  the  farmer  when  the  crops 
Are 
In. 
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HOW  THE    WORLD    EVENS    UP 

T  AIN'T  a-makin'  much  complaint  agin  this  world 

of  ours ; 
I  know  there  's  lots  of  weeds  that  ain't  producin' 

lovely  flowers ; 
But  if  they  was  n't  growin'  here  to  scatter  seeds 

around 
The  birds  'd  eat  up  everything  we  planted  in  the 

ground. 

I    ain't    a-findin'    fault    because    sometimes    the 

ground  's  too  wet 
For  plowin'  or  for  plantin'  ;    laws !    there   's  dry 

days  comin'  yet ; 
And  when  the  rain  is  pourin'  down  as  busy  as 

it  can 
It  's  fun  to  get  the   checkers  out  and  beat  the 

hired  man. 

I  know  the  weak  must  serve  the  strong,  and  yet 
I  don't  complain ; 
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For  nearly  everything  that  's  wrong  there  's  some 
thing  that  we  gain ; 

If  all  affairs  was  perfect  we  'd  have  no  excuse 
to  go 

To  meetin's  for  to  set  'em  straight  and  so  rest  up, 
you  know. 
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DON'T    DESPISE   THE   BOYS 


T^vON'T  plague  the  bashful  country  boy 
Who  looks  with  awe  upon  you  now ; 
His  clothes  are  poor  and  he  is  coy, 
And  tangles  up  his  legs  somehow 
So  that  he  stumbles  awkwardly 
In  making  way  for  you  —  but  he 
So  guileless  now,  so  poorly  dressed, 
May  hide  away  down  in  his  breast 
A  Lincoln's  heart,  or  be  possessed 
Of  wishes  such  as  Garfield  had 
To  stand  where  but  the  greatest  may  — 
Don't  laugh  out  at  the  country  lad 
Who  passes  awkwardly  to-day. 

n. 

Don't  spurn  the  poor  boy  in  the  street 
Who  tries  to  pass  and  jostles  you ; 
The  shoes  are  ragged  on  his  feet, 
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His  trousers  may  be  tattered,  too. 
With  grimy  hands  and  tangled  hair, 
He  dodges  here  and  hurries  there, 
Too  little  for  his  years,  but  still 
Deep  in  his  breast  may  be  the  will 
That  spurred  Carnegie  up  the  hill. 
Forgive  the  child  who  sometimes  dares 
To  play  a  little  on  his  way ; 
Down  in  the  busy  thoroughfares 
Are  boys  the  world  shall  know  some  day. 

in. 

Oh,  country  boy,  I  lift  my  hat 
In  humble  deference  to  you  ; 
Oh,  little  worker  in  the  street, 
Clad  in  your  soiled  and  tattered  blue, 
With  awe  I  watch  you  as  you  pass  — 
I  might  cry  "  Bravo  !  "  if  I  knew, 
Oh,  ragged,  tired,  awkward  boy, 
What  things  God  sent  you  here  to  do. 
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IMPORTANCE 

'TPHE  tumblebug  that  rolls  the  ball 

Along  the  path,  no  doubt 
Supposes  that  the  heavens  would  fall 

And  all  the  stars  go  out 
If  he  should  cease  to  roll  away  — 
He  only  sees  his  lump  of  clay. 

There  's  many  a  man  who,  in  his  pride, 
Thinks  all  the  wheels  would  stop 

If  he  should  some  day  step  aside, 
Permitting  things  to  drop  : 

The  man  who  thinks  he  does  it  all 

Is  like  the  bug  behind  the  ball. 
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GENIUS 

'IpEN  thousand  times  to  doubt, 

Ten  thousand  times  to  let 
Hope  flicker  out, 
And  yet 

Ten  thousand  times  to  start 
With  hope  reborn  and  old  resolves  remade. 
Ten  thousand  bitter  lessons  laid 

To  heart ; 

Ten  thousand  times  to  put  the  task  away 
As  never  to  be  finished  —  then 
To  take  it  up  again, 

And,  after  all  the  sweet  old  dreams  are  dead 
And  all  the  glad  old  thrills  for  aye 

Have  fled, 
To  hear,  some  day, 

The  sweet,  sweet  praise  so  long  denied  — 
And  be  unsatisfied. 
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WHEN    SHE    IS    HERSELF 

OHE  rides,  she  golfs,  she  wields  the  whip, 
She  is  a  fearless  sailor,  too : 

Ah,  't  is  a  treat  to  see  her  dip 
And  frolic  in  the  ocean's  blue. 

But,  oh,  I  like  her  much  the  best 
When  she  becomes  the  gentle  maid, 
In  clinging,  fluffy  stuff  arrayed, 

With  flowers  fastened  on  her  breast. 

Her  pose  is  queenly  at  the  tee, 
Her  sailor  suit  becomes  her  well ; 

She  sits  her  charger  splendidly, 
But  she  is  never,  truth  to  tell, 

So  grand,  so  lovely,  after  all, 

As  when  she  leaves  men's  sports  to  men 
And  smiles  out  at  the  world  again 

From  'neath  her  dainty  parasol. 
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IF   WILLIE    WERE    KING 

T    WISHT   I  'd  be  a  king  awhile  —  I   bet  you 

then  they  'd  be 
A  lot  of  things  made  different  that   don't   seem 

right  to  me. 
I  'd  fix  it  so  a  boy  could  play  till  ten  o'clock  at 

night 
And   never   haft    to   go  to    bed   alone  without  a 

light ; 
And  right  in  our  back  yard  I  'd  have  a  lake  all 

filled  with  fish, 
Where  I  could  go  and  hook  them  out  whenever  I 

would  wish. 

And  there's  a  boy  in  Sunday  school  who  has  a  pa 

that 's  bad 
And  drinks  and  gets  in  jail  and  makes  his  mother 

awful  sad  — 
He  never  has  new  clothes  to  wear,  and  one  time 

when  he  cried 
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Right  out  in  Sunday  school,  when  I  was  settin'  by 

his  side, 
The  teacher  ast  him  what  was  wrong,  and  so  he 

said  his  pa 
The  night   before    had  pounded   him    and  nearly 

killed  his  ma. 

If  I  was  king  I  'd  go  and  find  the  boys  that 's  used 

that  way 
And  send  their  pas  far  off  some  place  where  they 

would  have  to  stay, 
And  then  I  'd  send  their  mas  and  them  new  things 

to  wear  and  eat 
And  build  new  houses  so  they  'd  all  live  on  a  better 

street  — 
I  'd  make  them  all  so  glad,  I  bet,  they  'd  never  cry 

no  more 
With  places  on  their  arms  and  legs  all  black  and 

blue  and  sore. 

And  there's  a  little  girl  I  know  that  has  no  pa 

at  all, 
And  she  can't  walk,  because  one  time  her  brother 

let  her  fall  — 
I  'd  buy  a  pony  cart  for  her,  all  soft  and  nice  inside, 


And  make  her  just  as  glad  as  though  her  pa  had 

never  died ; 
And  I  'd  put  up  a  castle  here,  so  ma  'd  not  feel  so 

bad 
Because  our  house  was  not  so  grand  as  what  the 

Bronsons  had. 

I  wisht  that  I  could  be  a  king  —  there  's  lots  I  'd 

like  to  do ; 
Aunt  Liza's  teeth  don't  seem  to  fit  —  I  'd  get  her 

some  that 's  new  ; 
I  'd  fix  it  so  a  boy  could  go  wherever  he  would 

please, 
And  not  get  whipped  because  he  tore  his  trousers 

climbin'  trees, 
But,  oh  !  the  best  of  all  the  things  I  'd  do  would  be 

to  let 
Boys  always  eat  their  pie  before  the  other  things 

were  et. 
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FLIRTING   IN   THE   CHOIR 

*T*HE  dear  old  hymn  is  read  once  more;  the 
pious  people  rise, 

And  with  exulting  voices  sing  of  mansions  in  the 
skies ; 

The  deacon's  voice  rings  clear  and  loud,  he  feels 
the  sacred  fire, 

And  two  who  sing,  scarce  knowing  what,  are  flirt 
ing  in  the  choir. 

The  people  kneel  and  bow  their  heads,  and  hear 

their  shepherd  pray 
For  guidance  by  the   Lord  of  Hosts  and  succor 

day  by  day ; 
They  hear  him  plead  for  sinners  who  are  sinking 

in  the  mire, 
And  up  behind  the  curtains  there  is  flirting  in  the 

choir. 

We  hear  him  gravely  read  the  text,  and  then  pro 
ceed  to  show 
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The  beauties  that  are  set  along  the  way  the  just 

should  go ; 
He  scoffs  at  flesh-pots  of  the  world,  and  points  to 

something  higher, 
And  knows  not  that  behind  him  there  is  flirting  in 

the  choir. 

"  Praise  God  from   whom  all   blessings  flow "  — 

Ah,  many  a  heart  is  thrilled  ! 
And   now  the    shepherd's   hands  are  raised,   the 

organ's  notes  are  stilled  ; 
The   words   of  benediction  lift  men's  aspirations 

higher ; 
But  two,  ignoring  God  and  men,  still  flirt  there  in 

the  choir. 
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HOW   AZARIAH   RODE   THE    MULE 

T  SAW  some  show-bills  down  the  road,  a-comin' 

home  from  town, 
And  show-bills  always  make  me  think  of  Azariah 

Brown  — 
We  used  to  call  him  Az  for  short,  but  Az  was 

rather  tall, 
And  as  for  holdin'  up  his  end,  he  held  it,  that  was 

all; 
Lord,  what  a  pair  of  arms  he  had,  and  how  he 

used  'em,  too. 
And  reckless  —  well,  they  wa'  n't  a  thing  he  'd  take 

a  dare  to  do. 

Along  about  the  spring  of  '82  or  '83 

They  was  a  circus  come  to  town  — hold  on  now, 

lemme  see. 

Yep,  '82  I  guess  it  was  —  well,  anyway,  I  know 
A  little  mule  was  billed  to  play  a  star  part  in  the 

show ; 
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They  said  they  'd  give  ten  dollars  to  the  man  who 

rode  the  thing  — 
Now  lemme  think  —  yep,  that  was  it  —  two  times 

around  the  ring. 

Well,  Az  he  needed  money,  and  the  day  the  show 

came  down 
From  Ed  wards  ville  to  Parker's  Bend  us  boys  all 

went  to  town, 
And  when  they  got  their  mule  turned  loose  and 

named  their  terms,  Az  he 
Stepped  out  across  the  sawdust  just  as  perky  as 

could  be, 
And  them  that  knowed  him  hollered  :  "  Go  it,  Az, 

you  Ml  win  all  right," 
And  the  rest  they  howled  and  hooted  and  clapped 

hands  with  all  their  might. 

"  Now,  here,"  says  Az,  a-talkin'  to  the  big  ring 
master  there, 

"  I  want  it  plainly  understood  that  this  thing 's  fair 
and  square ; 

No  underhand  shenanigen,  no  dad-blamed  tricks 
you  know, 

Or,  durn  you,  things  will  happen  to  both  you  and 
to  your  show  !  " 
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And  then  they  hollered  louder   and   they  yelled 

"  Git  up !  "  "  Hooray  !  " 
And  the  next  thing  Az  had  mounted  and  the  band 

commenced  to  play. 

And  say,  he  'd  clum  on  backward  and  his  arms  and 
legs  were  wrapped 

Around  the  mule,  and,  golly !  how  the  tall  ring 
master  snapped 

The  cracker  on  his  lash,  and  how  that  mule  did 
bump  and  jump, 

With  Az  a-stickin'  to  him  like  a  sort  of  natchel 
hump, 

And  the  people  all  a-hollerin',  and  little  Mollie 
Chase  — 

The  girl  that  Az  was  crazy  for  —  with  both  hands 
to  'er  face. 

The  mule  reared  up  and  kicked,  and  then  laid  down 

and  rolled  around, 
But  Az  was  there  for  bizness,  and  he  bravely  held 

his  ground, 
Although  't  was  mostly  sawdust  that  went  down 

his  back,  I  s'pose, 
And  filtered  through  his  hair  and  filled  his  eyes 

and  ears  and  nose, 
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But  he  kept  right  on  a-ridin'   till  they  'd  rolled 

around  the  ring  — 
And  the  tall  ringmaster  lashin'  at  'em  both  like 

anything. 

At  last  the  mule  went  forrard  with  a  snort  and 

with  a  bound. 
And  afore  they  'd  got  him  halted  he  'd  run  seven 

times  around ; 
Then  Az  got  off  and  ast  'em  for  the  money  that 

was  due, 
And   they  said  he  'd   made  eight    circuits   when 

they  'd  only  called  for  two  — 
And  his  hands  and  face  were  bleedin'  where  the 

lash  had  struck  him,  so 
That  he  'd  kind  of  get  discouraged  or  befuddled 

and  let  go. 

Say,  that  was  when  the  show  commenced !     Az 
seen  the  game  they  played, 

And  he  grabbed  that  there  ringmaster  somewhat 
roughly  I  'rn  afraid, 

And  a  clown  or  two  that  hurried  out  to  help  along 
the  row 

Got  either  killed  or  wounded  —  I  don't  just  remem 
ber  now  — 
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And  Az  all  this  time  punchin'  of  the  big  ring 
master's  face, 

And  tears  a-flowin'  freely  down  the  cheeks  of 
Mollie  Chase. 

"  Hey  Rube !  "  "  Hey  Rube  !  "  they  hollered,  and 
the  fight  was  free  for  all ; 

The  lights  went  out,  the  canvas  and  the  poles 
commenced  to  fall  — 

Such  swearin'  and  such  yellin'  I  don't  want  to 
hear  no  more, 

And  I  don't  believe  nobody  ever  heard  the  like 
before, 

And  when  mornin'  come,  by  golly,  you  could  see 
the  blood-stains  yet 

On  the  ground  and  on  the  sawdust  where  the  cir 
cus  tent  was  set. 

But  the  circus  had  departed  —  it  had  left  us  in  the 

night, 
And  some  folks  ain't  quite  settled  as  to  which  side 

won  the  fight ; 
But  they  say  the  big  ringmaster  left  some  teeth 

-    and  things  behind, 

And  when  he  journeyed  onward  had  to  sort  of  go 
it  blind  — 
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And,  over  in  a  pasture  near  the  circus  ground, 

next  day, 
We  found  a  mule  a-browsin'  that,  it  seems,  had 

got  away. 

We    brought    Az  down  to   see  him  —  well,  they 

knew  each  other  then  — 
And  he  took  the  critter  home,  because  he  had  n't 

got  his  ten  ; 
Poor  beast,  that  night  he  caused  a  lot  of  trouble 

for  a  while, 
But  he  started  Az  in  bizness,  and  to-day  he  's  got 

a  pile  — 
And  Mollie  says,  by  golly,  it  was  Providence  that 

sent 
Her  husband  out  to  conquer  on  the  mule  there  in 

the  tent. 
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THE    PLUMED   KNIGHT 

A    MODEST  wish  is  in  my  heart ; 

'T  is  not  to  play  a  Caesar's  part, 
Or  rise  o'er  men  so  high 
That  I  should  never  hear  the  praise 
Of  those  who,  in  the  humble  ways, 
Go  daily  trudging  by. 

I  see  the  lodge  knight  marching  down 
The  crowded  main  street  of  the  town, 

With  white  gloves  on  his  hands ; 
A  gilded  sword  hangs  at  his  side, 
There  's  grandeur  in  his  very  stride 

And  in  his  quick  commands. 

His  ostrich  feather  courts  the  breeze, 
His  scabbard  rattles  round  his  knees, 

His  gaze  is  straight  before ; 
I  wish  I  were  as  grand  as  he 
Appears  to  think  himself  to  be  — 

That 's  all,  I  'd  ask  no  more. 
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CHARITY 

'T^HE  fields  are  just  as  green  to-day 

As  when  she  walked  with  me 
Across  them  in  the  happy  noon 

A  year  ago  —  the  sea 
Lies  blue  beyond,  as  when  I  heard 

Her  laughing  joyously. 

The  birds  pour  out  the  same  sweet  songs 

They  sang  when  she  and  I 
Went  hunting  flowers  in  the  woods 

That  past  the  meadows  lie, 
The  same  soft  tint  of  blue  is  spread 

Across  the  arching  sky. 

The  breeze  is  just  as  sweet  as  then  ; 

But  I  '11  sit  down  to-night 
And  write  to  her  that  all  is  dull 

That  was  so  glad  and  bright  — 
'T  will  cost  me  nothing,  and  I  know 

T  will  fill  her  with  delight. 
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THE    WRONG    OF   YESTERDAY 


TF  right  were  always  right 

And  wrong  were  always  wrong, 
How  easily  we  might 

Go  rollicking  along, 
With  ne'er  a  doubt  of  reaching  where 

The  righteous  hope  to  go, 
With  none  to  scoff  and  none  to  dare 

To  try  to  drag  us  low  ; 
How  gallantly  we  might 

Be  bold  and  firm  and  strong, 
If  right  were  always  right 

And  wrong  were  always  wrong. 

n. 

The  wrong  of  yesterday 

To-morrow  may  be  right ; 
The  world  still  has  a  way 
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Of  changing  overnight. 
Self-interest  may  serve  to  make 

That  which  before  was  wrong 
A  thing  of  beauty  ;  for  self's  sake 

We  join  the  weak  or  strong ; 
When  what  was  base  will  pay 

Or  help  to  bring  delight 
The  wrong  of  yesterday 

To-morrow  may  be  right. 
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HER    LOVER   IN   THE   WEST 


T^HE  girl  he  left  behind  him,  ah,  how  sad  she 

looked  that  day  ; 
He  saw  her  wipe  her  brown  eyes  when  the  train 

was  whirled  away  ; 
He  turned  to  watch  her  standing  there,  and  joy 

was  in  his  breast, 
Whose  course  lay  o'er  the  prairies  where  the  sun 

sinks  in  the  West. 
He  saw  the  girlish  form  grow  dim  and  pass,  at 

last,  from  view. 
He  thought  of  her  last  words  to  him  and  of  her 

last  look,  too  ; 

"The  way  is  long,"  he  said, 
"  That  stretches  out  ahead, 
But  I  shall  win  where  glories  are  and  bring  them 

back  to  you." 

The  girl  he  left  behind  him,  ah,  she  sadly  turned 
that  day 
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And  went  to  sit  alone  and  weep  her  new-learned 

grief  away  : 
She  felt  his  kiss  upon  her  lips  —  the  first  he  dared 

to  claim  — 
And  every  sound  she  heard  appeared,  somehow,  to 

form  his  name. 
A   feeling    that  was   strange  and  new  lay    deep 

within  her  breast, 
Her  fancies  all  went  winging  to  the  golden-tinted 

West : 

That  night  she  watched  the  sun 
Go  down,  and  prayed  for  one 
Whose  plea  she  might  but  yesterday  have  answered 

with  a  jest. 

The  girl  he  left  behind  him,  ah,  she  wiped  her 

tears  away 
And  later  blushed  to  hear  the  words  another  had 

to  say : 
The  golden-tinted,  glorious  West  lost  all  its  former 

charms  ; 
She    leaned    against    another's    breast,    held    by 

another's  arms, 
And  he  that  journeyed  bravely  where  the  world 

was  rich  and  new 
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Found  one  who  waited  for  him  there ;  her  soulful 
eyes  were  blue  — 

"  Poor  girl !  "  he  sighed,  "  I  know 
You  wait  back  there,  but,  oh, 
The  lover  whom  you  saw  depart  can  ne'er  return 
to  you." 
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A    BOY'S    KING 

TVyfY  papa,  he  's  the  bestest  man 

What  ever  lived,  I  bet, 
And  I  ain't  never  seen  no  one 

As  smart  as  he  is  yet. 
Why,  he  knows  everything,  almost, 

But  mamma  says  that  he 
Ain't  never  been  the  President, 

And  that  surprises  me. 

And  often  papa  talks  about 

How  he  must  work  away  — 
He  's  got  to  toil  for  other  folks 

And  do  what  others  say ; 
And  that  's  a  thing  that  bothers  me  - 

When  he  's  so  good  and  great, 
He  ought,  I  think,  at  least  to  be 

The  Ruler  of  the  State  ! 

He  knows  the  names  of  lots  of  stars, 
And  he  knows  all  the  trees, 
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And  he  can  tell  the  different  kinds 

Of  all  the  birds  he  sees, 
And  he  can  multiply  and  add 

And  figure  in  his  head  — 
They  might  have  been  some  smarter  men 

But  I  bet  you  they  are  dead. 

Once  when  he  thought  I  was  n't  near 

He  talked  to  mamma  then 
And  told  her  how  he  hates  to  be 

The  slave  of  other  men, 
And  how  he  wished  that  he  was  rich 

For  her  and  me  —  and  I 
Don't  know  what  made  me  do  it,  but 

I  had  to  go  and  cry ! 

And  so  when  I  sat  on  his  knee 

I  ast  him  :  "  Is  it  true 
That  you  're  a  slave  and  have  to  toil 

When  others  tell  you  to  ? 
You  are  so  big  and  good  and  wise, 

You  surely  ought  to  be 
The  President,  instead  of  just 

A  slave,  it  seems  to  me." 
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And  then  the  tears  come  in  his  eyes, 

He  hugged  me  tight  and  said  :  — 
"  Why,  no,  my  dear,  I  'm  not  a  slave 

What  put  that  in  your  head  ? 
I  am  a  king  —  the  happiest  king 

That  ever  yet  held  sway, 
And  only  God  can  take  my  throne 

And  little  realm  away ! " 
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UNDER    THE   TREES    WITH    GRANDPA 

RANDPA  is  stretched  in  the  hammock, 

With  his  legs  hanging  over  in  space ; 
Grandpa  is  peacefully  sleeping, 

With  a  newspaper  spread  on  his  face ; 
Grandpa  is  snoring  serenely, 

There  is  peace,  I  suppose,  in  his  breast ; 
His  hands  are  contentedly  folded, 
And  a  wasp  has  just  lit  on  his  vest. 

The  insect  approaches  his  collar, 

It  dallies  a  while  here  and  there  ; 
Now  it  finds  its  way  under  the  paper, 

And  grandpa  is  up  in  the  air. 
His  legs  are  entwined  with  the  branches, 

The  buttons  are  torn  from  his  vest  — 
You  can  tell  by  his  words  and  his  actions 

That  grandpa  's  no  longer  at  rest. 
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THE   UNIVERSE    AND   SHAKESPEARE 


T>  EYOND  the  stars  that  glow  above  at  night 

Are  myriads  of  stars  we  cannot  see ; 
Great  molten,  dazzling  suns  whose  floods  of  light 

Fade  in  the  stretches  of  immensity 
That  lie  between  us  and  the  realms  they  fill ; 

And  out  beyond  them,  in  the  deeps  of  space, 
Are  other  suns  and  other  planets  still, 

Lost  in  the  awful  distances.     In  case 
Man  stood  upon  those  farthest  stars  to  gaze, 
The  night  would  show  still  farther  milky  ways. 

ii. 

Beyond  the  wonders  that  appear  to  me 

When  I  take  up  my  Shakespeare  there  is  still 

A  world  of  beauty  that  I  cannot  see, 

And  back  of  that  are  dazzling  lights  which  fill 

The  utmost  crannies  of  the  mind's  domain ; 
Beyond  the  vision  of  the  wisest  lies 
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Full  many  a  flowery,  fruitful  plain, 

And  farther  still  are  peaks  that  touch  the  skies, 
Yet  if  we  from  those  distant  heights  could  gaze, 
Much  more  beyond  would  dazzle  and  amaze. 
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POOR  GIRL 

CHE  may  not  tell  me  that  her  love 
Is  all  for  me, 

Poor  girl ! 

The  world  has  put  a  seal  upon 
Her  lips,  and  she, 

Poor  girl, 

Must  wait  until  I  speak !     She  may 
Not  come  with  arms  outstretched,  and  say 
She  yearns  to  be  mine  own  for  aye  — 

Poor  girl ! 

But  she  has  eyes  wherein  the  glow 
Of  love  may  lie,. 

Poor  girl ! 

And  she  has  lips  from  which  may  come 
The  long,  sweet  sigh, 
Poor  girl ! 

A  thousand  ways  she  has  to  show 
Her  love  for  me  —  to  let  me  know 
Without  exactly  saying  so, 
Poor  girl ! 
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UNCLE    ABNER'S    PATRIOTISM 

T  'LL  say  right  plain  here  at  the  start  that  I  don't 

care  a  cuss 
For  makin'   Europe's  kings  afraid  to  shake  their 

fists  at  us ; 
It   don't   make  this  here   country  any  gloriouser 

when 
We  boast  about  the  war-ships  or  its  bully  fightin' 

men ; 
Just  whoopin'    don't    make    countries   great,   and 

wavin'  flags,  I  guess, 
Ain't    hardly  all    the   people  need  to  give  them 

happiness. 

Dick  Spears  he  used  to  rant  and  howl  about  our 

rocks  and  rills, 
And  get  all  het  up  boastin'  of  the  altars  on  our 

hills  ; 
He  'd   brag   how  we  could  lick  the  world,  if   it 

should  come  to  that, 
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And  every  time  he  seen  a  flag  he  'd  have  to  raise 
his  hat ; 

But  that,  as  fur  as  I  'm  aware,  was  all  he  ever 
done 

To  make  this  land  the  proudest  land  that  's  under 
neath  the  sun. 

They  say  when  he  was  sheriff  here  he  stole  and 

schemed  to  beat 
The  county  out  of  money  —  he  would  ruther  cheat 

than  eat  — 
They  sold  him  out  for  taxes  that  they  could  n't 

make  him  pay, 
And  it  made  the  public  happy  when  he  up  and 

moved  away  ; 
But  for  the  grand  old  banner  wavin*  proud  and 

wavin'  high 
He  was  always  up  and  ready  for  to  "  fight  and 

bleed  and  die." 

He  figured  that  the  army  we  could  raise  here  right 

away 
Would  be  able  to  lick  Europe  in  about  a  half 

a  day ; 
And  he  'd  tell  about  the  hardships  of  the  people 

who  have  kings, 
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And  the  blessin's  and  the  gladness  that  the  flag 

of  freedom  brings ; 
But  he  cheated  Widow  Ransome  out  of  nearly  all 

she  had, 
So  the  Stars  and  Stripes  and  freedom  did  n't  hardly 

keep  her  glad. 

At  every  celebration  Dick  was  there  to  tell  the 

boys 
Of     the    heaven-given     blessin's    the    American 

enjoys ; 
He  'd  wrap  the  flag  around  him  and  he  'd  nearly 

have  to  weep 
When   he    spoke  about    the   birthright  that  was 

given  us  to  keep  ; 
He  'd  tell  them  of  their  duty  to  their  glorious 

native  land  — 
And    mebby  drink    hard    cider  till  he  could  n't 

hardly  stand. 

I  don't  believe  that  whoopin'  or  just  gettin'  out  to 

brag 
About  the  country's  greatness  or  salutin'  of  the 

flag 
Is  all  that  's  patriotic  or  does  much  to  make  the 

land 
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We  're  livin'  in  more  pleasant,  or  more  powerful 

or  grand ; 
And  it  might  n't  be  the  feller  marchin'  past  the 

cheerin'  crowd 
Who  helps  the  most  to  make  us  good  and  great 

and  justly  proud. 

My  notion  may  be  foolish,  and  this  fair  land  of  the 

free 

Might  bust  if  everybody  was  to  take  up  my  idee ; 
But  I  can't  help  kind  of  thinkin'  that  the  man  who 

works  away 
Treatin'  other  people  justly,  payin'  debts  he  ought 

to  pay, 
And  not   hardly  even  thinkin'  we  could  lick  the 

world,  perhaps 
May  be  just  as  patriotic  as  the  flag-salutin'  chaps. 
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THE   OLD    QUARREL 

\T7E  loitered  where  strains  of  glad  music 

Met  the  breath  of  the  rose  in  the  air ; 
The  years  had  been  kind  since  we  parted ; 

Still,  still  she  was  girlish  and  fair ; 
We  had  gone  from  each  other  in  anger 

That  night  in  the  long,  long  ago  — 
I  was  wrong  and  was  ready  to  own  it  — 

The  lights  glimmered  softly  and  low. 

I  caught  her  gloved  hand  and  I  held  it : 

"Forgive  me,"  I  cried,  "you  were  right, 
And  I  was  a  coward  for  saying 

The  things  I  said  to  you  that  night ! " 
She  thought  for  a  moment  and  asked  me, 

Half  under  her  breath,  half  aloud  : 
"  What  was  it  you  said  ?     I  Ve  forgotten  "  — 

And  then  we  strolled  back  to  the  crowd. 
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AT   THE   SUMMIT 

TLJE    started  when  the  days  were  fair 

And  all  the  slopes  were  glad  and  green, 
When  all  the  world  was  free  from  care 

And  peace  spread  over  every  scene, 
To  reach  a  goal  that  Hope  had  set 

Far,  far  ahead  upon  a  height, 
And,  braving  all  the  foes  he  met, 

Kept  on  the  way  with  all  his  might. 

He  found  a  thousand  cares  that  he 

Was  forced  to  bear  along  the  way, 
But  Love  smiled  on  him  joyously 

And  journeyed  with  him  day  by  day ; 
New  hopes  succeeded  those  that  died 

And  little  triumphs  made  him  glad, 
And  men  who  fell  behind  him  sighed 

To  have  such  blessings  as  he  had. 

At  last,  one  day,  he  reached  the  goal, 
So  high,  so  distant  at  the  start, 
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But  joy  came  not  to  fill  his  soul  — 
Nay,  there  was  sorrow  in  his  heart ; 

The  place  was  high  that  he  had  won, 
And  still  a  splendid  place  and  fair  — 

But  after  all  his  work  was  done, 
He  turned  to  find  his  rival  there. 
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A  LONELY  ONE  AT  CHRISTMAS  TIME 

T  KNOW  one  who  sits  alone 
By  a  window,  looking  out, 
And  I  fancy  I  could  tell 

What  her  thoughts  are  all  about : 
How  she  bustled  here  and  there 

Just  a  little  year  ago, 
With  a  glad,  mysterious  air 
And  a  visage  all  aglow  — 
But  a  little  bed  that  stood 

By  a  wall  is  put  away, 
And  some  little  clothes  are  piled 
In  a  treasured  heap  to-day ! 

I  know  one  whose  cheeks  get  wet 

When  the  people  hurry  by, 
With  their  bundles  and  their  wreaths, 
And  I  fancy  I  know  why : 
Just  a  little  year  ago 

She  came  home  with  bundles,  too, 
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That  were  hidden  high  and  low 

From  two  searching  eyes  of  blue 
But  a  room  is  dark  and  still 

Where  a  baby  played  about !  — 
I  know  one  who  sits  alone 
By  a  window,  looking  out ! 
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TO   AN    OLD   DOLLAR   BILL 


S~\    RAGGED,  faded  Thing, 

'  Thy  odor  is  not  reminiscent  of  the  rose ; 
How  limp  thou  art  !     Unto  thy  edges  cling 
Ten  billion  deadly  microbes,  I  suppose  — 
And  yet  there  's  independence  in  thee,  too. 
And  courage  —  yea,  and  strength  !     There  's  that 

in  thee 

Which  makes  me  long  to  do 
The  best  that  lies  in  me  — 
There  's  that  in  thee  which  makes  me  dare 
To  pass  a  thousand  dangers  every  day  — 
There  's  joy  in  thee  !     Where  thou  art,  there 
Hope  builds  her  nest  and  frightens  Doubt  away ! 

ii. 

Ah,  thou  art  clammy  to  the  touch  — 
But,  yesterday,  mayhap,  thou  didst  release 
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From  some  white  throat  a  demon's  angry  clutch  — 

With  thee,  perhaps,  went  Peace 

To  some  dark  haunt,  where  Hate  or  Sorrow  sat  — 

who  knows 

What  aches  have  fled  because  of  thee, 
What  little  children  thou  hast   caused  to  laugh ; 

how  many  a  rose 

Has  bloomed  because  of  thee  ?  —  Ah,  me, 
Here  on  thy  smeared  and  faded  face 
I  read  the  history  of  man  !     Thou  art  the  boon 
For  which  he  goes  through  danger  and  disgrace  — 
And  I,  alas,  must  part  with  thee  so  soon ! 
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"IN    JUST   A   MINUTE" 

\TK7HEN  he  went  courting  her  she  'd  say 

"  In  just  a  minute !  " 
And  then  she  'd  stay 
Upstairs  and  crimp 

Her  hair  and  pin  it, 
And  fuss  and  primp, 
And  let 
Him  fret 

While  half  an  hour  passed, 
And  come,  at  last, 
All  radiant  and  gay, 

And  smile, 

As  if  she  'd  kept  him  waiting  while 
Ten  seconds  only  passed  away. 

Since  she  is  his  she  cries  : 

"  In  just  a  minute !  " 
While,  downstairs,  he,  with  many  sighs, 
Waits  while  she  tries 

186 


Ballads  of  the  Busy  Days 

To  hook  her  waist  or  pin  it, 
And  so 

The  moments  go  ! 
The  car  they  thought  to  catch,  too,  comes  and 

goes, 

And  still  she  fools  with  frills  and  furbelows ! 
If  earth's  best  treasure  were  laid  out 

Where  she,  by  being  there  in  time,  could  win  it, 
Still  she  would  stand  before  her  glass  and  shout : 
"In  just  a  minute  !  " 

On  that  great  day 

When  earth  shall  pass  away, 

When  graves  all  ope  and  we  shall  stand 
Before  the  Judge  —  the  wicked  and  the  just, 

The  exalted  and  the  low  — 
When  Gabriel,  faithful  to  his  trust, 

Shall  raise  his  trump  and  blow 
In  it, 

They  will  hear,  up  in  the  sky, 

One  who  is  missing  cry : 

"  In  just  a  minute ! " 
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WHERE   THEY   PASS 

A    GENTLE  breeze  passed  this  way  yesterday, 

The  leaves  were  stirred,  the  tender  grass 
was  bent. 

To-day  no  trace  remains  to  show  the  way 
It  came  across  the  plains  or  where  it  went. 


Long,  long  ago  a  wild  storm  thundered  through 
Yon  valley  and  across  the  ridges.  —  See, 

The  path  it  took  may  still  be  traced,  where  new 
Growths  spring  in  place  of  many  a  fallen  tree. 

Men  are  as  breezes  and  as  storms  that  blow  : 
A  million,  like  the  zephyrs,  gently  sweep 

Along  and  leave  no  trace,  —  Where  great  ones  go 
The  wreckage  lies  in  many  a  tangled  heap. 
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BACK    OF   IT   ALL 


A  S  he  went  to  his  daily  tasks  his  way 

Led  down  a  lane  that  was  mean  and  bare ; 
He  journeyed  along  day  after  day 

Beholding  naught  that  was  lovely  there ; 
He  went  with  a  wish  to  be  free  to  go 

Where  the  winds  were  sweet  and  the  vistas  fair. 

He  thought  of  his  tasks  as  he  went  along, 
And  pitied  himself  for  his  hapless  lot ; 

There  was   hate   in   his   heart  for   the   rich   and 

strong. 
He  dreaded  the  toil  that  the  long  days  brought. 

And  others  passed  onward  and  up  to  gain 
The  fair  rewards  that  he  once  had  sought. 

u. 

As  he  went  to  his  hateful  task  one  day 

Another  passed  through  the  lane,  and  where 
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He  had  seen  but  briars  before,  the  gay 
Sweet  petals  of  flowers  were  blown  in  air ; 

The  birds  that  never  had  sung  before 

Burst  forth  in  a  chorus  of  gladness  there. 

So  day  by  day,  as  he  went  along, 

A  newer  beauty  enhanced  the  scene  ; 

Day  by  day  with  her  smile  and  song 

Another  gladdened  what  once  was  mean, 

And  a  man  passed  upward  and  onward  who 
Had  once  done  his  work  as  a  mere  machine. 
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THE  UNCONCERNED 

1LJE  thanked  his  God  from  day  to  day 

For  blessings  rich  and  rare  ; 
True  love  had  met  him  on  the  way 

When  April  skies  were  fair, 
And  then  another  sweetly  brought 

Them  newer  joys  to  share. 

He  shrank  from  where  embittered  men 
Chafed,  neath  the  wrongs  they  bore, 

And  gladly  hurried  homeward  when 
His  daily  tasks  were  o'er. 

With  gladness  in  his  breast  he  kissed 
His  dear  ones  at  the  door. 

Content  with  joys  that  were  his  own, 

He  did  not  hear  the  cries 
Of  those  beneath  the  chariots  thrown 

And  those  with  sunken  eyes ; 
He  cared  not  that  the  tyrant  took 

A  bloody  sacrifice. 
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One  day  the  long-enduring  crowd 
Rose  in  its  wrath  and  might, 

And  there  was  turmoil  fierce  and  loud, 
And  one  from  sweet  delight 

Went  wandering  where  the  ruins  of 
His  joys  were  spread  ere  night. 
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CIRCUMSTANCE 

"  \VHAT  is  the  use  of  rePinins ? " 

I  heard  the  optimist  say  : 
"  Though  the  sun  is  but  feebly  shining, 

To-morrow  is  on  the  way." 
His  head  was  bowed  on  the  morrow, 

All  silent  his  loved  one  lay ; 
He  sobbed  alone  in  his  sorrow, 

Nor  thought  of  a  fairer  day. 

"  Why  do  the  fools  go  singing  ? " 

I  heard  the  pessimist  say  : 
"  The  hours  that  pass  are  bringing 

More  sorrow  along  the  way." 
He  shouted  within  an  hour 

With  a  voice  that  was  glad  and  gay  ; 
Fortune  was  his,  and  power, 

And  he  laughed  as  the  careless  may. 
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WAITING 

TT7HEN  the  grapes  turn  purple 

And  the  soft  wind  blows 
Across  the  yellow  stubble 

In  the  long,  straight  rows 
There  is  one  who  goes  repeating  an  old  song  I 

used  to  know, 

A  song  I  heard  her  singing  through  an  autumn 
long  ago, 

And  I  know  that  she  is  waiting 
And  still  hoping  as  she  goes, 
Where  the  grapes  hang  purple 
And  the  soft  wind  blows. 

Where  the  grapes  hang  purple 

And  the  soft  winds  blow 
They  can  see  the  distant  water 

And  the  white  sails  go, 

And  long  ago  a  maiden  and  a  boy  stood  gazing 
there, 
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Planning  journeys  that  were  endless  and  through 
countries  that  were  fair ! 

Oh,  the  rustling  leaves  are  telling 

Her  a  story  that  I  know, 

Where  the  grapes  hang  purple 

And  the  soft  winds  blow. 

Where  the  grapes  hang  purple 

And  the  soft  wind  blows 
I  walk  with  her  in  fancy 

Down  the  long,  straight  rows  ; 
She  is  waiting,  as  she  told  me,  long  ago,  that  she 

would  wait, 

And  with  wistful  eyes  she  watches  for  a  stranger 
at  the  gate  — 

They  may  see  her  pass  and  watch  her, 

Full  of  pity,  as  she  goes 
Where  the  grapes  hang  purple 
And  the  soft  wind  blows. 
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A   CHANGE   ABOUT   THE   PLACE 


place  don't  seem  just  like  it  did  before  she 
went  away, 
It  's  all  so  still  and  lonesome  —  not  a  word  from 

her  all  day  ; 
The  old  mare  whinnies  still  when  I  go  'round  the 

stable  door, 

But,   somehow,  things   seem   different   since   she 
ain't  here  no  more. 

The  vines  creep  up  along  the  porch  just  as  she 

trained  'em  to  ; 
The  flowers  grow  along  the  fence,  just  as  they 

used  to  do  ; 
The  house  is  left  just  as  it  was,  but  still  it  seems, 

to-day, 
As  if  it  was  n't  just  the  place  from  which  she  went 

away. 

The  sun  still  gets  to  peepin'  in  that  window  over 
there 
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Along  to'rds  breakfast-time,  and  there  's  her  high- 
backed  rockin'  chair ; 

The  creek 's  still  flowin'  where  it  flowed  —  the 
water 's  cool  and  clear  — 

But  still,  somehow,  it  ain't  the  place  it  was  when 
she  was  here. 

The  hedge  still  fences  in  the  lane,  just  as  it  did 

when  she 
Would  come,  at  dinner-time,  and  call  across  the 

fields  to  me  — 
But  where  that  steeple  peeps  above  the  hill  she  's 

sleepin'  now, 
And  everything  's  got  all  turned  'round,  it  seems 

to  me,  somehow. 

This  does  n't  seem  like  home  no  more,  and  often 

through  the  day 
I  get  to  thinkin'  't  is  n't  her,  but  me  that 's  gone 

away  — 
That  she  's  at  home  there  on  the  hill,  a-callin'  soft 

and  low, 
And  that  I  'm  goin'  back,  and  glad  it 's  nearly  time 

to  go. 
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THE    MAIDEN   AND   THE   WAIF 

"LJE  was  just  a  little  Arab 

In  the  street ; 
He  had  neither  shoes  nor  stockings 

On  his  feet ; 

She  was  rich  and  young  and  pretty, 
And  she  murmured  :  "  What  a  pity, 
He  would  starve  here  in  the  city !  " 
So  she  took  him  home  and  fed  him, 
Which  was  sweet. 

Her  father  had  a  cottage 

Far  away, 
Where  the  blue,  transparent  waters 

Of  the  bay 

Gently  beat  against  the  strand, 
Where  the  shells  gleamed  on  the  sand, 
Where  the  birds  sang  sweetly,  and 
Where  cares  were  never  present, 

Night  or  day. 
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She  washed  him  and  she  dressed  him 

Up  in  style  — 
Nearly  every  word  he  uttered 

Made  her  smile  — 
Then  she  took  the  little  stranger 
From  the  city's  dirt  and  danger, 
Thinking  that  she  'd  make  a  granger 
Of  the  urchin  in  a  precious 

Little  while. 

He  had  sojourned  in  the  country 

Just  about 
Twenty  minutes  when  he  boldly 

Started  out 

On  a  raft  that  he  had  found, 
And  in  veering  it  around 
Got  upset  and  would  have  drowned 
If  a  neighbor  had  n't  chanced  to 

Hear  him  shout. 

Oh,  he  chased  the  frightened  cattle 

Here  and  there, 
And  he  kept  the  chickens  flying 

Through  the  air ; 
The  horses  got  to  shying, 
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And  the  neighbors  got  to  sighing, 
And  the  ducklings  got  to  dying, 
And  it  seemed  that  there  was  havoc 
Everywhere. 

He  tumbled  from  a  ladder 

On  his  head  ; 
There  were  cruel  things  the  maiden's 

Parents  said ; 
On  the  second  day  he  got 
Down  her  father's  gun  and  shot 
Off  his  little  brown  topknot  — 

Had  he  died  few  bitter  tears  would 

They  have  shed. 

He  threw  the  maiden's  kitten 

In  the  well ; 
What  he  might  do  next  no  one  could 

Ever  tell ; 

The  wheels  came  off  the  carriage  — 
Ah,  you  should  have  heard  her  pa  rage 
And  vehemently  disparage 

His  fair  daughter's  good  intentions, 

When  it  fell ! 

He  tumbled  from  the  hay-loft 
And  they  thought 
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For  a  while  that  he  was  gone,  but 

He  was  not ! 

He  had  been  there  seven  days 
When  they  found  the  house  ablaze 
And  her  ma,  in  skirt  and  stays, 

Had  to  leap  down-stairs  to  keep  from 

Being  caught ! 

He 's  once  more  a  little  Arab 

In  the  street, 
And  he 's  full  of  recollections 

That  are  sweet ; 

She  is  rich  and  young  and  pretty, 
But  she  's  lost  the  gracious  pity 
For  the  homeless  in  the  city 

That  she  had  before  he  took  her 

Off  her  feet. 
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OUT   OF   THE   GLOOM 

rT1HE  day  was  dark,  the  leaves 

Hung  limp  and  still  and  wet, 
And  sadness  seemed  to  look 
From  every  face  I  met ; 
The  woeful  world's  affairs 
All  made  me  think  of  cares 
I  wanted  to  forget. 

The  song-bird  from  the  tree 
Sent  forth  a  plaintive  air ; 
But  suddenly  the  sad 

Old  world  forgot  its  care ; 
A  little  child's  glad  shout 
Came  sweetly  ringing  out, 
And  joy  was  everywhere. 
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TT  takes  all  kinds  of  people  to  make  up  the  world, 

they  say, 
And  I  've  met  a  mighty  lot  of  different  species,  in 

my  day  — 
All   with  their  various  hobbies  and  their  politics 

and  creeds, 
The  things  that  poison  one  may  be  just  what  some 

other  needs ; 
One  man  '11  claim  you  can't  be  saved  unless  you  've 

been  immersed, 
While  the  next  one  says  of  all  the  foolish  doctrines, 

that 's  the  worst  — 
What  one  man  likes  another  scorns,  that  seems  to 

be  the  rule, 
And  the  chap  that  tries  to  please  'em  all  is  just  a 

common  fool. 

Some  folks  can't  stand  the  climate  here  and  want 
to  move  away, 
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While  others  think  it 's  lovely  —  or,  at  least,  that 's 

what  they  say ; 
One  man  '11  read  a  story  and  he  '11  split  his  sides 

and  roar, 
While  the  next  one  mebby  '11  say  he   never   see 

such  rot  before  ; 
Some  people  go  to  meetin'  every  Sunday,  rain  or 

clear, 
While  other  fellers  hardly  hear  a  sermon  once  a 

year  — 
What  one  man  likes  his  neighbor  has  no  use  for, 

as  a  rule, 
And  the  man  that  tries  to  please  'em  all  is  just  a 

common  fool. 

When  you  think  the  weather  's  pleasant,  the  first 

fellow  that  you  meet, 
As  like  as  not  '11  grumble  at  the  cold  or  else  the 

heat; 
They  made  me  school  director  here  about  a  year 

ago, 
And  I  started  out  intendin'  to  give  every  one  a 

show  ; 
I  tried  to  keep  from  takin'  sides  —  I  done  the  best 

I  could  — 

204 


Ballads  of  the  Busy   Days 

Last  week  they  kicked  me  out  and  said  I  was  n't 

any  good ! — 

I  guess  that  every  other  man  is  cranky,  as  a  rule, 
And  the  chap  that  tries  to  please   'em  all  's  an 

ordinary  fool ! 
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A    ROMANCE   THAT   WAS    PLUGGED 

,  come  with  me  in  my  automobile," 
He  said  to  the  maiden  fair, 
"  And  we  will  away  to  the  border  line, 
A  preacher  is  waiting,  maiden  mine, 
To  join  us  in  wedlock  there." 

With  a  leap  and  a  laugh  she  got  to  the  seat 

And  swiftly  they  sped  away, 
And    they    said    "  Ho,    ho,"    and    they    laughed 

"Ha,  ha," 
As  they  thought  of  the  maiden's  angry  pa 

And  the  naughty  things  he  'd  say. 

They  zipped  along  where  the  road  was  good, 

And  their  hearts  were  free  from  care, 
Till  the  maiden  at  last  turned  her  pretty  head 
And,  glancing  behind  them,  in  terror  said, 
"  There  's  pa  on  the  old  gray  mare  !  " 
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The  lover  he  laughed  a  derisive  laugh 

As  her  father  yelled  at  them  :  "  Stay ! " 
And  he  let  out  the  buzzer  another  notch 
And  flippantly  said  to  the  maiden,  "  Watch 
Him  suddenly  fade  away." 

But  there  was  a  "  choo  !  "  and  a  rasping  sound  ; 

A  plug  had  blown  out  somewhere, 
And  the  motor  beneath  those  lovers  twain 
Gave  a  pitiful  groan  as  a  thing  in  pain 

And  stopped  with  them  then  and  there. 

The  beautiful  maiden,  with  tear  dimmed  eyes, 

Was  led  from  the  hateful  scene, 
While  the  lover  was  left  disconsolate, 
Bewailing  his  luck  and  beshrewing  fate, 

And  scented  with  gasolene. 

"A  plague  upon  automobiles,"  thought  she 
Who  was  graceful  and  plump  and  fair ; 

"  If  I  ever  elope  again  it  will  be 

With  a  man  who  refrains  from  boasting  to  me 
Before  we  have  landed  there." 

"  Oh,  they  thought,"  the  sturdy  old  father  said, 
As  gladly  he  gazed  about, 
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"That   because    I    bestrode   a    plug    they    could 

smile 
At    the    pace   which    I    set    and    my  absence   of 

style  — 
But  my  plug  did  n't  blow  out." 
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UNCLE  HENRY  AND  THE  ARTIST 

TT  'S  queer  what  notions  some  people  git !     By 

cracky,  it  seems  as  though 
You  never  can  tell  the  way  they  '11  turn  or  where 

they  '11  be  wantin'  to  go. 
Now  look  at  that    little   old    crick   down    there, 

twistin'  and  windin'  about, 
With  not  half  water  enough  to  wet  the  stones  that 

are  stickin'  out  — 
Just  think  of  a  feller  that  comes  away  from  the 

city  up  there,  and  stands 
For  hours   here,    paintin'  a  thing  like   that    and 

nearly  freezin'  his  hands ! 

Well,  that  's  what  an  artist  done  yesterday !     He 

stood  in  the  snow  down  there, 
Paintin'  and  sketchin'  away,  and  his  nose  all  blue 

with  the  cold  —  I  swear 
Some  folks  have  the  blamedest  fool  idees !     Now 

look  at  them  willows  —  who 
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But  a  fool  'u'd  'magine  that  trees  like  them  was 
worth  while  pain  tin'  ?  Would  you  ? 

And  the  planks  that  I  laid  down  yonder  where  the 
path  to  the  meadow  goes  — 

Yes,  sir,  he  went  and  put  them  in  too  —  but  why, 
the  Lord  only  knows. 

I  says  to  him,  after  he  'd  painted  a  while  and  was 

warmin'  his  hands  :  "  It  's  queer 
That  you  'd  want  to  be  comin'  so  fur  to  paint  this 

little  old  crick  out  here ; 
I  can't,  somehow,  see  how  you  can  make  a  paintin' 

of  things  like  these  — 
Some  stones  stickin'  up  where  the  water  's  low, 

and  some  crooked  banks  and  the  trees  — 
And  so  many  great  sights  in  the  city,  too,  to  make 

paintin's  of,"  says  I, 
"Where  the  parks  are  laid  out  so  beautiful  and 

the  buildin's  are  built  so  high." 

He  smiled  a  kind  of  a  sickish  smile  and  he  looked 

at  the  crick  and  me, 
And  then  says  he  :  "There  's  wonderful  sights  up 

there  in  the  city  to  see  —      • 
But  there  is  n't  a  peaceful  stream  up  there  with 

banks  all  windin'  about 
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And  not  half  water  enough  to  hide  the  stones  that 

are  stickin'  out  — 
There  's  many  great  things  in  the  city  to  see  — 

there  's  parks  and  palaces  where 
The  crowds  go  past,  but  there  's  nothin'  that  's 

half  as  lovely  as  this  up  there." 

It  's  strange  what  notions  some  people  git.     Just 

think  of  a  fool  that  thinks 
There  's  somethin'  grand  in  a  little  old  stream 

where  a  cow  or  two  comes  and  drinks ! 
Why,  I  Ve  been  livin'  here  sixty  years  —  hold  on  ! 

—  By  cracky,  it 's  more  !  — 
It 's  sixty-two,  and  I  never  knew  that  crick  was  so 

great  before  — 
Poor  chap,  he  looked  harmless  enough,  but  still  he 

must  of  been  kind  of  "  queer  " 
To  leave  them  wonderful  scenes  up  there  and  think 

it  was  beautiful  here. 
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"THE   BADDEST   BOY" 

T  WONDER  if  all  boys,  when  they 
Don't  do  just  what  they  're  told, 
Get  punished,  or  else,  anyway, 

Must  hear  their  mothers  scold  ? 
Whenever  I  run  off  or  climb 

A  fence  or  tree,  my  ma 
Looks  sad  at  me  and  tells  me  I  'm 

The  baddest  boy  she  ever  saw. 

It  's  hard  to  always  just  obey, 

And  if  you  tear  your  clothes 
To  have  to  hear  your  parents  say  : 

"  That 's  how  the  money  goes." 
It  seems  as  though  I  'm  all  the  time 

Provokin'  ma  or  pa, 
And  every  day  they  tell  me  I  'm 

The  baddest  boy  they  ever  saw. 

I  'm  sorry  when  I  've  run  away  — 
But  boys  don't  think,  you  know, 
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About  the  things  their  folks  '11  say 

Before  they  start  to  go. 
I  wonder,  when  I  die  some  time, 

And  leave  my  ma  and  pa, 
If  God  '11  sadly  tell  me  I  'm 

The  baddest  boy  he  ever  saw  ? 


213 


Ballads  of  the  Busy   Days 


LITTLE  GEORGIE'S  PAW'S  PRECAUTION 

T  GUESS  my  paw  's  discouraged,  from  the  way  he 

talks  to  maw ; 
He  says  that  woman  's  preachin'  and  she  's  prac- 

tisin'  at  law ; 
"Women  gather  in  conventions,"   he  complained 

the  other  day, 
"  And  it  seems  there  's  no  place  hardly  where  they 

don't  crowd  men  away ; 
They  're  stenographing  and  you  '11  find  'em  workin' 

in  the  banks, 
The  boys  are  gettin'  ousted  and  the  girls  fill  up  the 

ranks ; 
They  're  runnin'  elevators,  and  the  next  thing,  I 

suppose, 
They  '11  be  on  the  locomotive,  flirtin'  gaily  as  she 

goes. 

"The  girls  are  wearin'  collars  like  the  ones  the 
fellows  wear, 
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And  their  coats  are  cut  like  men's  are,  next  they  '11 

shorten  up  their  hair ; 
I  see  that  now  they  're  goin'  to  wear  panama's," 

says  paw, 
"  And  they  play  the  games  the  men  play  —  it  beats 

all  I  ever  saw  ! 
The  girls  must  have  their  highballs  and  they  're 

smokin'-  cigarettes. 
All  the  habits  that  the  men  have  woman  hurries 

up  and  gets ; 
When  she  rides  a  horse  she  straddles,  I  suppose 

,next  thing  we  know 
She  '11  discover  some  concoction  that  '11  make  'er 

whiskers  grow." 

Maw  had  a  dandy  raglan  when  the  raglans  were  in 

style ; 
Her  collar  's  made  like  paw's  is,  and  it  seems  that 

all  the  while 
She  keeps  goin'  to  some  meetin'  where  she  makes 

a  speech  or  two 
And  gets  wrote  up  in  the  papers  —  all  that  paw 

does  she  can  do  !  — 
She  's  takin'  fencin'  lessons  and  she  's  got  paw's 

cane  and  tied 
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A  fancy  ribbon  to  it  and  she  holds  it  at  her  side, 
Up  end  down,  when  she  's  out  walkin'  —  so,  at 

last,  it  's  got  to  be 
That  paw  locks  his  Sunday  trousers  in  the  trunk 

and  takes  the  key. 
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THE   LADY   OF   THE    DIVORCES 

S~\  H,  how  absurd  !     Come,  let  me  see  — 

Who  am  I  now,  and  why  ? 
I  wonder  if  I  still  am  me, 

Or  if  't  is  only  I  ? 
I  thought  that  I  was  Mrs.  Gay, 

It  seems  that  I  was  wrong, 
Because  the  mean  old  judges  say 

To  Potts  I  still  belong  !  - 
Or  I  may  still  be  Cleaver's  mate  —  ah,  that  would 

be  a  shame  !  — 
I  do  not  know  just  who  I  am,  I  cannot  tell  my 

name ! 
I  went  to  South  Dakota  for  the  breaking  of  my 

fetters, 

And  now  they  may  arrest  me  if  I  open  my  own 
letters. 

Now  what  if  Smith  should  come  along 
And  claim  admittance  here, 
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With  Black  and  Brown  and  Weeks  and  Strong  — 

Oh,  dear  !     Oh,  dear  !     Oh,  dear  ! 
I  wonder  if  I  'm  me  or  not  — 

Alas  !  How  can  I  know  ? 
I  may  be  one  the  world  forgot 

To  think  of,  long  ago  !  — 
Another  claims  the ,  name  engraved  upon  my  card 

—  how  mean  !  — 
It  's  not  my  husband's  manly  arm,  perhaps,   on 

which  I  lean  — 

Instead  of  being  glorious  as  dashing  Mrs.  Gay 
I  may  be  just  poor  Mrs.  Potts,  the  horrid  judges  say. 

Alas,  the  mix  they  Ve  got  us  in, 

Those  horrid  men  in  gowns  ! 
It  's  just  a  burning  shame  — a  sin  — 

To  juggle  up  the  Browns 
And  Blacks  and  Smiths  and  all  the  rest, 

And  bring  confusion  —  1 
Know  not  upon  whose  manly  breast 

My  head  should  fondly  lie  ! 
And  oh,  when  Gabriel  blows  his  horn  and  calls  my 

name  aloud, 

How  shall  I  recognize  myself  in  all  that  motley 
crowd  ?  — 
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How  shall   I    gather  up  the  threads    of   all    my 

broken  fetters 
And  have  my  linen  bear,  at  last,  the  right  initial 

letters  ? 
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A   WOMAN'S    LOVE 

A     MAN'S  heart  turns  to  them  that  make  him 

laugh  ; 

The  cares  that  he  must  carry  through  the  day 
Are  forgotten  or  diminished  more  than  half 

If  there 's  just  a  chance  to  laugh  along  the  way ! 
But  woman  —  ah,  God  bless  her  — 

How  her  heart  does  ever  leap 
With  love  —  true  love  and  tender  — 
For  the  man  who  makes  her  weep ! 

I  like  the  maid  who  gives  me  cause  to  smile, 
I  love  the  child  that  gives  me  little  care ; 
Men  praise   the    ones   who   keep   them    laughing 

while 

They  bend  beneath  the  burdens  they  must  bear, 
But  woman  — ah,  God  bless  her  !  — 

Her  love  is  true  and  deep 
For  the  child  that  brings  her  sorrow 
And  the  man  who  makes  her  weep. 
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THE   COUNTRY   TOWN 

TT  'S  common  to  sneer  at  the  country  town, 
With  its  quiet  streets  and  its  peaceful  air, 
Where  the  little  river  meanders  down 

To  be  lost  in  the  broad  blue  sea  somewhere 
As  we  who  think  we  are  wise  are  lost 

In  the  roaring  city  that,  like  the  sea, 
Has  its  ebb  and  flow,  with  its  millions  tossed 

Like  bubbles,  robbed  of  identity. 

There 's  fellowship  in  the  country  town, 

With  its  empty  streets  and  its  spreading  trees, 
Where  the  country  song-birds  warble  down 

At  maids  as  fair  as  man  ever  sees ; 
Where   the    wind    blows    sweet    from    the    fields 

near  by, 

Where  men  know  the  names  which  their  neigh 
bors  bear. 

Where  a  man  is  missed  when  he  's  gone  to  lie 
With  the  peaceful   ones  who   have   ceased   to 
care. 

221 


Ballads  of  the   Busy   Days 


There  are  joys  out  there  in  the  country  town 

That  we  of  the  city  may  never  learn 
In  the  rush  for  money  and  for  renown, 

Confronting  strangers  where'er  we  turn  ! 
Oh,  was  n't  God's  world  serene  and  fair 

In  the  country  town  ere  we  came  away  ? 
And  won't  it  be  sweet  to  sleep  out  there, 

Far  from  the  city's  roar,  some  day  ? 
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THE   CERTAIN   VICTORY 

TT7HY  should  I  sit  in  doubt  or  fear  ?     If  I 

Awake  some  morning  from  that  dreaded 
sleep 
To  find  myself  new-born  and  lifted  high, 

Then  I  will  turn,  and,  looking  o'er  the  deep 
That  lies  beneath  me,  shout  for  glee  and  throw 
A  last  good-by  at  Pain  and  Fear,  below. 

But  what  if,  at  the  last,  no  light  shall  break  — 

If  this  is  all  —  if  when  I  fall  asleep 
No  angel's  voice  shall  sweetly  cry  "  Awake," 

And    there    shall    be    but    Nothing,    dark    and 

deep  — 
Ah,  well,  I  shall  not  care  if  it  be  so, 

I  '11  triumph  still,  for  I  shall  never  know. 
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